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PREFACE. 



SINCE I began this Work almoft 
two years have elapfed, and the 
two firft volumes have been printed 
nearly half that time. My ori- 
ginal intention was to publifh fix 
volumes, each containing a lingle 
Narrative, which the Solitary 
Wanderer is iuppofed to colled! in 
the countries he villts. 

Books of entertainment, ufually 
defcribed as Novels, are fuppofed 
to be, if not excluiively, principally 
read by young perfons ; and much 

has 



( vi ) 
has been faid of the inutility and 
the danger of that fpecies of read- 
ing. 

Of the danger I mean not to 
foeak, excrpt to remark, that a 
young woman who is fo weak as 
to become in imagination ' thp 
Heroine cf a Novel, would have 
been a fooliftu frivolous, and af- 
fecled character, though ihe had 
never heard of a circulating library. 

That Novels are at leaft ufe- 
lefs where they are not pernicious 
I cannot allow : if they do not 
initruct, they may awaken a wifli 
for ufeful knowledge ; and young 
perfons, who have no tafte for any 
thing but narrative, may fome- 
times, by the local defcription of 

a Novel,. 



( vii ) 

a Novel, learn what they would 
never have looked for in bo-ks of 
Geography or Natural Hiftory. — 
The dingers and diftrelles that are 
exp \ led to form the greater part 
of the itory in every Work of this 
kind, may be imagined amidtt the 
molt interesting period of hi'tory, 
without, however, falsifying or 
mifreprefenti ng any material or 
leading fact. I have endeavoured 
to conftruc?- tliefe volum.es in fome 
degree on this plan. Tt is my 
prefent pu>:poie to prepare the re- 
maining part of the Work for 
publication early in ih_ enfuing 
fummer. 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 

O&ober zolk, 1800. 



LETTERS, &c. 



LETTER I. 

W HEN I undertake to 'give you a 
regular account of my wanderings, or 
at lead as regular as my rambling life 
will admit of, you will own that I have 
done right in determining to try if con- 
tinual change of icene will not relieve 
me from the deep depreffion I have now 
for iome months vainly endeavoured 
to conquer. Already I feci myfelf bet- 
ter able than I was to converfe upon 
paper, though I ftill would fly from the 
•m ell -meant importunity of thofe who 
Vol. I. B will 
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will not let me be fick or miferable my 
own way, but continually diftrefs me 
with inquiries and remonftrances, and 
fay : " What aileth thee ? and wherefore 
is thy countenance overcafl, and thine 
heart difquieted?" when, if th ey cannot 
underftand, I cannot explain why I am 
unhappy. — Ah! how difficult it is to 
communicate to others what one feels ! 
After all, how little impreflion does it 
make ! — And cui bono, if it made anv, 
when the evil is not of a fort t'hat friend- 
fhip and reafon united can cure ? — Be- 
tides, every man has either pains or 
pleafures of his own which are {'ufheient 
to engage him. You, my good friend, 
are a married man, have a wife and a 
familv, and live a fober and undoubt- 
edly an happy life; but I, v.ho fhall 
now never feck for the fame fpecics of 
happinefs, doubt whether I could make 
even you enter into my fenfations, or 
ceafe to accufe me of mifanthropy, or 
even unmanly and unworthy repining. 
i Enough 
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Enough of all this — Since you pei fifl in 
defiring it, I will tell you the nothing I 
do, and leave all fentimtnt out of our 
correfpondence ; but then you mull not 
be difpleafed at having perpetual de- 
scription, little narrative, and ftill lefs 
character. My hills will boldly fwell, 
my woods wave over as many nightin- 
gales as I can collect, my caflles frown, 
and my ftreams fall, or murmur, or glit- 
ter, as luxurioufly, and as frequently, as 
if I were the wandering and perfecuted 
heroine of a modern novel in the very 
neweft tafte. You may be aflured, that 
fhould I meet with cither ghoft or ban- 
ditti, I will not fail to engage them to 

Deepen the horrors of the falling floods, 
And breathe a browner horror on the wcods. 

There is but little originality of charac- 
ter any where to be met with — the af- 
fluent are polifhed to a certain level of 
intellect — the poor are the mere creatures 
of neceffity. — But I believe, when you 
B 2 deft re 
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defire to hear not only zchat I meet with 
but who, you defire lefs to amufe your- 
felf than to detach my ftyle at lead from 
that fubject which dwells neareft my 
heart. 

I think you were acquainted with my 
determination to go Northward. I will 
not fend you a detail of the pofts, nor 
fay how often on the windows or wain- 
fcots of the inns I found tender notices 
of lovers on their way to Gretna-Green ; 
fuch as 

P. I,, the happiefl of mankind, was 
here on Friday, the 22d of May, 17 , 
with his adored E. W- — Or 

Alonzo and his angelic Seraphina 
changed horfes here on the 16th of 
March, 179 

Tbeie happy pairs either feared no 
purfuit, or could not refill recording 
their felicity by memorandums, which, 
if they thought at all, they might fup- 
pofc would be overlooked hy their pur- 
fuers. It is not a quellion, whether the 

adored 



SOLITARY WANDERER, g 

adored E. L. and the angelic Seraphina 
appeared quite fo adored, or fo angelic, 
twelve months after thefe dates? 

I fliall get out of the beaten track, 
which is called the Great North R.oad, as 
foorj as I can, and (hall continue mv 
courfc along the coaft of Yoridhire, a 
part of England I have never feen, 
though I believe there is very little to 
fee. 

Adieu. - 



B 3 LET- 
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LETTER II. 

AT this lonely inn, or rather alehoufe^ 
where 1 have taken up my temporary 
abode, I enjoy the feclufion I have fo 
long fought. The fimple folk who keep 
the houfe, were they to-morrow to find 
me dead, would have no other concern 
than to di (cover whether I had effects 
enough about me to pay for Chriflian 
burial ; for undoubtedly it would fhock 
tkcr.i extremely to comply with the re- 
queft I have, you remember, made to 
my friends— to be depofited under the 
turf of the neareft hill, beneath the rug- 
ged furface of a wild heath, the fhade 
of the next copfe of hazle, or group of 
beech. 

Well ! it will not come to that yet ; for 
I feel the advantage of changing the air 

and 
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and of new fcenes on my outward man, 
though my mind is ftill inert and torpid. 
I wifh it was November. — This garifh 
green, thefe foft unfolding leaves, this 
luxurious grafsfpangled with wild flowers, 
awaken the memory to recollections of 
blifs — fled, fled for ever. Nature is 
again lovely ; the objecl: that once made 
fcenes even ruder than thefe more de- 
licious than a fabled paradife, is gone. 

I am afraid my heart is changed ; for 
I have felt myfelf peevifh at the fight of 
happinefs, or that ftate which we are 
contented to call fo; and I turn with fick 
difguft from the view of re-animated na- 
ture. It is childifh, it is unmanly, you 
will tell me. I believe it is, and you fee 
I have undertaken to cure myfelf by a 
courfe of which you have no opinion. 
If it fail, 1 will then, according to the 
terms of our convention, fubmit to the 
regimen that you think fo much better. 

My prefent temporary refidence is 

in a. cottage on the boundary of an 

B 4 hilly 
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hilly common, under the fhade of a tuft 
of old oaks, that mingle their giant arms 
on the other fide with the trees of a t raft: 
of foreft land frequent in this country. 
Eaftward, at the diftance of three or 
four miles, rife the wolds, and begin 
that chain of elevated ground, which, 
sunning northward, ends in the extreme 
part of the ifland. 

Without books, and with no other 
companions but my fervant and my two 
horfes, you will think my lingering in 
fuch places as I have defcribed a very 
Orange plan: and you defpife, I know, 
the purfuits of the botanift, or the mi- 
neralogift, which I have occafionally 
taken up with fome degree of intereft. 
You opine, that it is of no manner of im- 
portance to the world whether fome plant 
of no known ufe, or evident beauty, is 
found in a ditch in Yorkfhire, or in a 
bog in Lincolnfhire j nor can you pre- 
vail upon yourfelf to care, whether the 
flrata beneath, the furface of any given 

extent 
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extent of land be argillaceous or calca- 
reous. When, however, it is confidered, 
that to the cultivation of thefe two 
branches of fcience mankind owes fo 
many of the neceflaries and conveniences 
of life, I cannot think the purfuit of 
them ufclefs. The fir ft, I own, ufed to 
interefl and foothe my mind beyond any 
other ftudy; but now I am in a ftate of 
fpirits when it would rather deprefs than 
charm them. You need not therefore 
apprehend that I fhall talk much of my 
discoveries of rare plants. 

Of objects of that fluclv, which is 
alone, you think, worthy of a rational 
or at lead a reafoning being, there are 
not likely to be many; yet even this re- 
mote and folitary houfe has its little knot 
of politicians; and here, once a week, 
ale and argument 



" impart 



" An hour's importance to the p'jor man's heart." 

I have riot unfrequently liftened to the 

B 5 village 
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village politics, and fometimes admired 
the folid though uncultivated under- 
Handing of the illiterate peafant, or farm- 
er, juft able to read a newfpaper three 
weeks old to the rudic circle. Alas! I wilt 
own, that I have been oftener humbled by 
feeing the fpark of heaven, called reafon, 
fo obliterated and extinguished by favage 
ignorance, and propenfities which de- 
grade the man beneath the brute, that I 
have doubted whether fuch men ought 
to rank as human beings. What be- 
comes of the fouls of thefe animals? 
But, indeed, what becomes of thofe of 
madmen or idiots? — I will not, how- 
ever, flart a queftion in metaphyfics, 
which you, perhaps, would anfwer in a 
very fummary way. 

1 have juft received your laft letter. — 
So, you really think I mould do better to 
refort to fome of thofe public places, of 
which the North of England boafts a 
confiJerable variety ? My dear friend, 
what fhculd I do among fuch people as 

are 
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are the fummer refidents at thefe places ? 
I never play; I am totally uninterefted 
in the inquiry whether Colonel Such- 
a-one and Mrs. Such-a-one have too 
great a partiality for each other ; and 
would not give a ftraw to know what 
marriages are going forward, or whe- 
ther this man lives beyond his income, 
or the next man penurioufly within it. — 
Accomplifhed miffes, with new fongs, 
elegant rebufes, and witty charades ; or 
their mamas and aunts, fas^e and fenten- 
tious critics on their neighbours' lives, 
or the new novels of the feafon, are alike 
indifferent to me. — I cannot talk over 
the laft year's fox-chaces with the 
young men ; or, alarmed at the fall of 
ftocks, liften to the terrible prognoftics 
of the old oneSj and deplore the increafe 
of jacobinifm, and tremble left the free-- 
mafons of Europe (hould overfet its go- 
vernment — Indeed, I have more than 
once found my anger conquering my 
contempt, when proling fellows have 
B 6 talked 
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talked to me in this manner — and then 
I have been vexed with myfelf for fuffer- 
ing fo much abfurdity to draw me into 
an argument, or ruffle my temper. Be- 
lieve me, fuch an aflemblage as thcfe 
places ufually produce, may irritate and 
render incurable the mifanthropy (which 
you fay is a great fault in my character), 
but cannot afford one moment's alle- 
viation to the fufferings of a wounded 
hear!. 

"Let me then proceed on my folitary 
rambles, far from that tedious routine 
which we agree to call fociety. When 
I am wandering alone, or with only my 
filent, faithful Arnold, that diftafte of the 
world which you wifh to cure isfo far from 
growing upon me, that I feel it becomes 
milder ; and as my heart expands to the 
great Governor of the Univerfe, I re- 
iign myfelf into his hands — fiill doubting, 
however, whether it is not arrogance and 
prefumption to fuppofe that the Supreme 
Director of fo many worlds deigns to 

confide r 
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confider fo poor and worthlefs an atom 

of exiftence For the reft, my hopes 

and defires are now reduced into To nar- 
row a compafs, that though yet a very 
young man, I may truly fay with one of 
the greateft of our countrymen*, who 
in more advanced life declares, 

" There is nothing under heaven, 
faving a true friend, unto which my heart 
doth lean; and this dear freedom has 
begotten me this peace, that I mourn not 
for that end which muft be, nor fpend a 
wifh to have one minute added to the 
uncertain date of my years." 

I go from hence to-morrow ; and as 
foon as I find any place which I like 
well enough to induce me to become 
a while ftationary, you (hall hear from 
me again. 

Farewell* 

* L.-rd Bacon. 
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LETTER III. 



TTER I bad written to you laft, I 
fet forth, unknowing and almoft unheed- 
ing whither. The wild and mountainous 
line of country called Cleveland at- 
tracted me, not fo much by any beauty 
I expe8ed to find there, as becaufe there 
is fomething congenial to the ftate of 
my mind in the appearance of defolate 
and uncultivated nature. Still all is 
green, green and fmiling. Even among 
the black fwamps and rough knolls of 
the wolds, the hands of M ;y have fcat- 
tered tender graffes and fairy flowers. 
The banks of the Efk, along which I 
afterwards travelled, were adorned with 
all that makes river fcenery pleafing; 
but as it was not of pleafmg objects I 
was in fearch, I bent my way towards the 

fea- 
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fea-fbore, and have fet up my reft at a 
farm-houfe about three miles from Whit- 
by, the Dunus fmus of the Romans, and 
between that town and Robin Hood's 
Bay. 

Before the windows of my ruftic abode, 
at the diftance of half a mile, ftretch- 
es the broad expanfe of ocean which 
divides this ifland from the northern part 
of the contintnt of Europe ; behind it 
rife almoft femi-circularly a chain of 
high grounds, called the Moor Hiils. 
Jnduftry, encouraged by the demand for 
the productions of the earth, which the 
neighbourhood of the port of Whitby 
occafions, has in fome meafure con- 
quered the natural barrennefs of this 
moory and ungrateful line of country, 
and its inequalities are in many places 
covered with young wheat, or arejuft. 
tinted by the (lender blades of Lent 
corn fcarce peeping above the ground. 
As I have traverfed the fhore, where the 

cliffs 
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cliffs in fome places have fallen on the 
beach, I have found encrufted in the 
chalk rock thofe forms refemhling fer- 
pents*, formerly believed to have been 
really thofe reptiles, which, at the inter- 
ceffion of St. Hilda, a Saxon faint of 
great repute (who founded the Abbey 
of Whitby, where the Princefs Edel- 
fleda afterwards took the veil), were 
turned into fiones. This ^Egis, how- 
ever, fo long fuppofed to have been 
held by the facred hands of the Saxon 
Virgin, has been now wrcfled from her 
by that light of fcience fo fatal to the 
legendary fuperftition of all countries; 
and the chemift and mineralogifl know 
that thefe are calcareous petrifactions, 
always found in the neighbourhood of 
alum mines. St. Hilda ilill retains the 
merit of having ftrenuoufly oppofed the 
lenfure of the clergy ; which fhews that 

* Ambon's horns, 

her 
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her tafte was at leaft equal to her piety, 
whatever might be her fuccefs in turn- 
ing ferpents into ftone. 

In a wood that clothes the high banks 
of a ftream, hurrying from the hills to 
throw itfelf into the Eik, I Lund, on 
the fecond day of my excurhons in thefe 
folitary regions, the ruins of what ap- 
peared to me to have been once a fmall 
votive chapel, or oratory. A gothic win- 
dow, which yet remained, feemed to be 
particularly elegant; its fretted compart- 
ments were in fome places entire, and 
had certainly been executed with greater 
elegance than was ufually bellowed on 
fuch fmall buildings. I paced the area 
through matted weeds and tufts of elder; 
it was not extenfive, and little remained 
that might inform me to what particular 
purpofe it was deltined, till a peafant 
eroded my way who was returning from 
his day's work of dripping bark in the 
woods. I entered into converfation 
with him, and learned, as we walked to- 
gether 



j8 LETTERS OF A 

gether to the village by the light of an 
early moon, 

" While rofy eveVin;c Yiw.rW in the Weft," 

that this fmall ruin was called the Her- 
mitage, and belonged to the Abbey of 
Palfgrave, on the domain of which it 
Rands. — " The Abbey of Palfgrave?" 
cried I, flattering myfelf I had made an 
acquifition of fome antient building not 
very much known ; " and where is the 
Abbey of Palfgrave ?" — " Aboot three 
moiles an end," anfwered the man in his 
Yoikfhire dialed. " And is it," faid I, 
" a ruin like this?" — He anfwered that 
it was deferted now of all its inhabitants, 
becaufe the family it had belonged to 
were all either dead, or gone " beyond 
fea." My curiofity being farther ex- 
cited, I learned that the Abbey had 
been, to ufe my conductor's phrafe, made 
into an houfe by a great rich family, 
" Romans though, Romans ;" which on 
being explained, I found meant that they 

were 
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were of the Roman Catholic religion; 
but that fome how or other it had fo 
fallen out that they had never thriven 
for a many years back ; and it was the 
opinion of the country, that cither be- 
caufe the houfehad once been entirely 
dedicated to religious purpofes, and 
fhould not have been profaned, or be- 
caufe of fome fins of the lateft poffeffors 
of it, it was certainly vifited by a curfe, 
and would (land empty till it dropped 
down. 

" And which, friend, is the way to 
this ancient houfe? Can I reach it by 
following the path I faw you in, that. 
leads through the woods?" 

" Why, you would not go there?" 

" Not go there ? Why fhould I not ?" 

" And to-night?" 

" Aye, to-night, or any other night ;. 
why not?" 

" There's noot to be found there, I'll 
promife you,' 5 faid the man, who feemed 
to fliudder at the temerity of my defign, 

whii 



uc 
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while he doubted its motives. " No, 
no, there's nothing to be found there ; 
the Priefls took care of that. — Some 
old rubbifhy things, indeed, fome folks 
do fay, be yet in the old rambling 
rooms; but, for' my part, I'fe not go 
aboot amongfl them, fpecial of a night, 
if there was a bufhel of gold to be £ot 
as my reward." 

" But why not ? Where is the dan- 
ger?" 

" Blefs you, Mafler," cried the pea- 
fant, " it's eafy to fee you are but a 
ilranger in this country, or you'd never 
a fie fuch queftions. Why, rnon, the 
Abbey is haunted." 

" It will fuit my purpofe exactly," 
faid I ; :i I have been in fearch of fuch 
a thing ever fincc I can recoiled; and 
for a ghoft, there is nothing I have i'o 
great an inclination to fee." 

My informer, who had perhaps fome 
fufpicion before of my principles, new 
teemed to ruve a dill worfe opinion of 

my 
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my intellects, and I faw began to quicken 
his pace, while he continued reluctantly 
to anlv.er the queftions I put to him ; 
till, as we approached the village near 
which my abode is fituated, he (truck 
into a crol's path on the common, and, 
leaping over a rude Mile in a hedge of 
dried furze, bade me a good night, and 
difappeared. 

You defpife, as puerile and ridiculous, 
the fafhionable tafte, which has filled all 
our modern books of entertainment with 
caverns and caftles, peopled our theatres 
with fpec?tres, and, inftead of reprefent- 
ing life as it is, has created a new fchool, 
where any thing rather than probability, 
or even poffibilitv, is attended to. And 
you will fmile contemptuoufly when I 
tell you, that after quellioning on the 
iubje£t of my new difcovery my land- 
lady, a fage and not filent dame, turned 
of fifty, and hearing her vague yet cer- 
tainly exaggerated account of Pal (grave 
Abbey, and its lateft inhabitants, I am 

convinced 



22 LETTERS OF A 

convinced that there are materials enough 
belonging to the ftory to make a ro- 
mance, fuch as are now in high eftima- 
tion : and as Ihave promifed, you know, 
to give you defcription, obfervation, or 
anecdote, as I go along, and have in 
truth nothing very great in the two for- 
mer branches of correfpondence to fend 
you, fuppofe I were to give you an hif- 
tory of Palfgrave Abbey, if, on nearer 
inflection, it (hall fcem worthy to ap- 
pear, though only in manufcript, among 
the caftles, towers, abbeys, priories and 
caverns, caves, cliff's, fubterraneous paf- 
fages and rugged ruins, rocks, and rifted 
battlements, which have filled fo many 
pages, and excited fo much admiration 
both in the clofet and on the ftage. 

I have collected a number of circum- 
ftanccs which I am perfuaded are au- 
thentic, and which I think, without any 
afiiftance from an imagination that you 
have often told me is gloomy and roman- 
tic, will make an hiftory not unintereft- 
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ing, nor without its moral. Inftead, 
therefore, of humouring any vifionary 
fantasies, and, as I vifit the Priory, 
* ( looking lackadaifycally" over the fub- 
flitute for the old gate, " or fitting down 
on one of Hhe fragments, taking in ima- 
gination the faircft of the fifterhood to 
fit befide me, and playing with the crofs 
at her bread *," I fhall linger about this 
melancholy abode, and make my piclure 
amid the very fcenery where the inci- 
dents happened. 

I recolleB, however, that you do not 
admire, indeed that you feldom con- 
defcend to read, thofe moderm compo- 
fitions to which my hillory will bear a 
confiderable refemblance — I mean the 
romance-novel or novel-romance of the 
prefent day, in which the magic of ge- 
nius has in two or three in (lances made 
me forget "que rien n'ci't beau que le 
vrai" — which I have fometimes thought 

* Stern?,, or Letters palling for his. 

incon- 
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incontrovertibly true, till Shakefpearc 
and Milton have diiven the axiom to 
flight. 

I know not whether it is in one of 
his hypercriticifms on the former of thofe 
immortal men, whofe works he could 
not poffibly underftand, that Voltaire has 
the following padage : 

* " Revenons toujours a la nature des 
hommcs; il n'aime que l'extraordinaire ; 
et cela eft fi vrai, que fi tot que le beau 
et le fublime eft comrnun, il ne parait 
plus ; on veut de l'extraordinaire en tout 
genre, et on va jufqu'a l'impoffiblc. ' 

It undoubtedly feems eaficr to collect 
furprifing events, which, in connecting, 
Jetting probability afide, neither time 

* Yv'e mult, however, always advert to the na- 
ture of man ; he delights only in the e\ Inordi- 
nary ; the truth of which is evident when we 'ee, 
that whenever the great and the fublime beevmes 
familiar, it is great and fublime no longer. — Tn 
every competition the extraordinary ii foinrht for. 
and i-vi.n the impoihble. 

no: 
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neither time, acYion, or place, the three 
great unities, need be adhered to, and in 
compofing of which we may indulge 
ourfelves in the moft daring and impro- 
bable fictions ; than it is to draw cha- 
racters fuch as we know exift, and to 
find a fable proper to bring them for- 
ward. It is eafier, I believe, to write 
an Arabian tale, with necromancers 
and genii, than to colic 61, as Richard- 
fon does, a fet of characters aQing 
and (peaking fo exaclly as fuch people 
fo circumltanced would a£t and fpeak in 
real life, that we aim oil doubt whether 
the fcenes and the aftors arc merely 
imaginary. It is true, that the minute - 
nefs of defcription, to which this power- 
ful deception is in a great degree owing, 
renders fome of the letters exceffively 
tedious ; but the pleafure that Richard- 
fon's writings flill afford, though the 
manners are fo changed, and tafte has 
undergone fo many revolutions, proves 
that his knowledge of the human heart, 
Vol. I. C and 
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and his adherence to nature, have charms 
that make us overlook the fid-fad fort 
of caquet which fometimes fatigues us. 

Yet it has been afferted that flrong 
native genius can alone fucceed in that 
ftyle of writing where the horrible and 
fupernatural predominate, and where 
the greater) effect is produced by a cer- 
tain degree of obfeurity. And it is un- 
doubtedly true, that the rudeft and 
wildeft fketch of Salvator is more pre- 
cious than the molt laboured piece of 
the corrected Flemifh raafter. I know, 
however, that there is no hope of inte- 
refling you in the production of the 
modern fchool of books of amufement, 
though furely " tout genre eft bon hormi 
le genre ennuveux." — Here is enough 
•of criticifm. 

Farewell! 



LET- 
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LETTER IV. 

May 9. 
"From a Cottage made out of one of the moll dif- 
tant Offices of Palfgrave Prioiy. 

J. O account for the many circumftances 
(not eafily to be traced after the events 
have happened two years) which you 
will find in the enfuing Narrative, it is 
neceffary to tell you, that I found living, 
in what was formerly an harnefs-room 
^and corn-room to one of the ftables of 
Palfgrave, a poor woman, admirably 
•qualified to ferve as my Cicerone. She 
is the widow of one of the fervants of 
the great houfe ; and though not quite 
fo wretched in her appearance as 111? 
vtiom Mr. Gilpin defcribes, who (he wed 
him, or, in hopes of a fmall gratuity, 
affeded to (hew him, the Abbot's library 
■y. Tintern *, yet poverty and all its ca- 

* Sec GiljHi:'* Observations on the "Wye, 17-0, 

C a 1 amities 
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lamities have fallen heavily upon her. 
Her hufband being di {miffed by the 
fteward at the death of Sir Mordaunt, 
he went with his family to feek his for- 
tune in London; but falling into ill- 
health, he returned into his own country 
to die, and his widow and two children, 
hunted from parifh to parifh, were at 
length fuffered to take (heifer in one of 
the didant offices of Palfgrave, which 
her brother, a carpenter, has contrived 
to make lefs ruinous than the far- 
rounding buildings of the fame descrip- 
tion ; and here, on fo flender an allow- 
ance as can be extorted from the farmers 
who manage the parifh, and a little fpin- 
ning, fhe contrives with her infants barely 
to exift. 

To fuch a forlorn being " a curious 
traveller," who promifed to pay her well 
for any trouble he might give her, was 
affuredly no unacceptable vifitor. Mrs. 
Lenthwaite willingly undertook to go 
with me over the houfe, which is indeed 

a moft 
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a mofr extraordinary blace ; and there is 
to me fomething more melancholy in this 
recent deferticn, thefe traces of modern 
life mingled with the venerable relics of 
religious antiquity, than even i:; con- 
templating the lair, in their defolate 
ftate of almoft entire dilapidation; 
where mofs and weed^ itream from the 
broken walls, or water-fiains only mark 
them. But if the place be wild, and 
ftrange, and gloomy, the hiftory of the 
perfons it belongs to is much more fo. 

You will not furely be fo merely a 
matter-of-fact reader as to inquire how 
I came to be fo well acquainted with 
the characters of thefe people, as to be 
able to relate even what they faid, and 
how they- thought ? Should you, how- 
ever, afk fo very unreafonable a quef- 
tion, I refer you, though I do not in- 
voke her, to the Mufe which has infpired 
every writer of Epic, whether in profe or 
verfe, from Homer to John Bunyan, and 
fo on to all the inventors of romances 
C 3 and 
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and tales — whether ancient Troubadours- 
wandering among the chateaux of Pro- 
vence and Languedoc, or the compofers. 
of the memoirs, novels, tales, and ro- 
mances, of which the prefent period is- 
fo fertile. 



In that divifion of the county of 
York which is called the North. Riding, 
and under a rude tract of mountainous 
country, that rifes above the river Efk, 
•not far from i:s communication with the 
fea, are the remains of the ancient fa- 



iv feat of the Falcorjberg 



a. 



mny leat or tne raicorjoerg 

Its taft inhabitant was Sir Mordaunt 
Falcorb^rg, the defcendant of a Catho- 
lic family of inch antiquity, that fome of 
its lateft members had looked with irreve- 
i"e;i'v.e on the title of Baronet, though 
;he date of that honour was fo far back 
as 1614. They felt themfelves rather 
humbled than elevated by dialing this. 

dignity 
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dignity with fo.many who had purchafed 
it ; becaufe the Falconbergs had often 
received the honour of knighthood %i 
the field, and had been dittinguiihed 
among the Crufaders of the twelfth cen- 
tury, while they traced their pedigree 
till it was loll among names which, for 
aught any one knew, were the immedi- 
ate defcendants of the Patriarch Noah. 

Of all that this family once pofTeifed 
Sir Mordaunt retained only its proud 
fiercenefs of temper, its bigoted attach- 
ment to the religion of modern Rome, 
and a very large fortune. Sir Mor- 
daunt was of a faturnine complexion; 
his forehead was narrow and. wrinkled, 
and his thin and hollow cheeks {haded 
by a fable beard ,• pale livid lips, large- 
rolling eves fuffufed with bile, and now 
appearing fiery with furious paiTions, 
now darkened by fullen defpondence, to- 
gether with aperfongauntand ill-formed, 
made his whole figure rather likely to 
excite terror than infpire affeclion. He 
C 4 was, 
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v,as, however, feldom feen ; and the ha. 
bits of his mind were gueffed raiher 
from his manner ui' life than from his 
converfation. He admitted no fociety ; 
no neighbour or acquaintance had for 
many years entered the inhofpitable 
doors of Palfgrave-Priory : nor had he 
any friend or affociate in the gloomy 
iblitude to which he condemned him- 
fclf; fave only an Italian and a Spa- 
niard, both fuppofed to be Jefuits, one 
of whom had the care of the confeiences 
of fome other Catholic families, and 
a&ed in that diftrict under a commif- 
fion from Rome as a fort of Bifhop; 
the other was folely dedicated to Sir 
Mordaunt, and generally refided in the 
houfe, where his fuperior alfo occafion- 
ally lived for three or four months at a 
time. 

A Reward filent and mechanical as 
clockwork, an houfekeeper who had no 
will but that of her fpiritual director, 
and five menial fervants, only one of 

whom 
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whom was ever admitted into the inte- 
rior of that part of the houfe inhabited 
by Sir Mordaunt, compofed the reft of 
the family. The large (tables were 
without a fingle horfe, and the carriages 
were dropping to pieces in the coach- 
houfes. No tenant ever approached 
the doors ; Mr. Camus the Reward re- 
ceiving the rents at a public-houfe fix 
milo diftant, on the borders of the 
eftate, where he held the courts of the 
manor at dated periods ; and whither 
each man came with the certainty that he 
niufl, if not punctual, expect the rigour 
of the Reward to enforce punctuality, 
rigour which could not be mitigated by 
any appeal to their invifible landlord. 

Some of thofe gentlemen, who, poirefs- 
ing eftates within ten or even twenty 
miles, conhdered th-r.nfelves as neigh- 
bours to Sir Mordaunt, had fomaimes 
felt curiofity about this ftrange man. 
The younger of thefe his countrymen 
had never feen him at all, and the elder 
C 5 nor. 
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not for many years. Thefe latter had 
attempted to vifit him, when after a long 
refidence abroad he brought home, be- 
ing then about forty-five or fix, a beau- 
tiful young woman of feventeen, a na- 
tive of England born of Catholic pa- 
rents, whom he had married out of a 
convent in Italy. But Sir Mordaunt 
had rudely repulfed their advances; and 
the neighbouring families knew little 
more cf the lad Lady Falconberg, than 
that, after having brought him two fons 
and a daughter, fhe died, and was bu- 
lied in the chapel within the houfe. 

In[le:.d however of feeking in the 
children confutation for the lofs of their 
mother, Sir Mordaunt, who had lent 
the younger fon and daughter abroad 
almoft as foon as they were born, did 
not recall .hem, even when they were of 
an ai5C to alleviate the forrows of a 
father ; for the elded alone poffefled 
all his paternal affeclion. Mr. Falcon- 
berg was, till twelve years old, brought 
i up 
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up at Palfgrave ; but his education par- 
took of the monkiih auiterity of the 
houfe. Golgota and Galezza, the two 
priefts, were his tutors, and in his thir- 
teenth year another of the fame de- 
fcription of men conducted him to Italy. 
From thence Mr. Falconberg returned 
in four years, and it was then fuppofed 
that he would be introduced to the 
world as the heir to one of the largelt 
fortunes in the county- But he was 
never feen except by accident on a fhort 
airing with one or other of the monks, 
when he was obferved to be a p;.ile thin 
youth, whofe appearance did not pro- 
mife long life; and after a refidence of 
about twenty months at Palfgrave, he 
was faid to be in a decline. His fathe>, 
in great alarm, hurried him back to the 
milder climate of Naples, where he did 
not long furvive; but dying on his nine- 
teenth birth-day, his remains were 
brought over to be interred at the Priory 
with his anceftors. 

C 6 From 
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From that time ten- fold gloom fell on 
this melancholy refidence and its wretch- 
ed mailer. The fer varus who faw Sir 
Mordaunt, whenever they ventured to 
fpeak of the effect of his grief, defcribed 
it as fomething terrific ; and when the 
natural inquiry was made, whether he 
would not now fend fur his fecond fon ? 
the inquirer was told, that Mr. Henry 
Falconber<j had been dead fome years; 
but that Sir Mordaunt, who had hardly 
ever feen him, and felt no affection for 
him, had taken little or no notice of 
his lofs, and it had merely been an- 
nounced by Father Golgota, that he was 
no more. 

Even in fo remote and thinly inha- 
bited a quarter as this part of Yoikfbire, 
there are always fome perfons who bufy 
themfelves in inquiring into the affairs 
of others. Thefe now be^an to won- 
der that Sir Mordaunt did not fend for 
his daughter, who was, as they pretended 
to know, a molt beautiful and accom- 
pli Ihed 
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pliflie^ young lady ; but it was then 
given out by the fpiritual directors of 
the houfe, that Sir i'vlordaunt defigued 
her for a nun, an avocation to which {he 
was, they faid, entirely difpofed. Cer- 
tain zealous Proteltants exclaimed for 
awhile againft the cruelty of iuch a h- 
crifice ; and others, who thought more 
of the great, ettates of Sir Mordaunt 
than of his religious prejudices, began 
to wonder who would poffefs the former. 
But both the good Proteftants and the 
good calculators had foon fomething elfe 
to think of, and Sir Mordaunt was iuf- 
fered to live his own way, his very ex- 
iftence being hardly remembered be- 
yond the paling of his park. 

From the hour when the remains of 
Mr. Falconberg were depofited with his 
anceftors, the fullen and ferocious tem- 
per of Sir Mordaunt funk into deeper 
dejection, or was fubjecf to fiercer (tarts 
of fury, which, if not more frequent, 
were more terrific to the few perfons 

about 
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about him. A darker fhade fell over 
the melancholy manfion ; its unfrequent- 
ed courts, now wholly neglected, were 
overgrown with grafs and weeds; the 
doors appeared to have forgotten to turn 
on their rufty hinges, and filence and 
defolation wholly to po fiefs the apart- 
ments within, of which all the exterior 
windows were clofed, favc two that be- 
longed to one of Sir Mordaunt's rooms. 
He had ordered thofe which had for- 
merly been dedined to the ufe of Mr. 
Faiconberg to be fhut up, and every 
thing left in them, his books, mufical 
inftruments, and even his clothes, ex- 
actly as they were when he had ufed 
them for the laft time; and there, it was 
faid, the unhappy father palled many 
hours deploring the objeel which alone 
had been dear to him. Such too had 
been his cuftorn in frequenting the rooms 
once inhabited by his wife, into which 
no perfon had been admitted fince her 
deceafe— though, as light was fometimes 

obferved 
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obferved through the breaks which time 
had made in the fhutters, it was believed 
that Sir Mordaunt palled many fad hours 
of hopelefs regret in thofe chill and- 
dreary apartments.' 

The old and foaciou3 manfion, nar- 
rowed by thefe curtailments, was ftill 
too large for its folitary matter ; who oc- 
cupied three rooms at the north-call 
quarter of the houfe, one of which 
opened into the chapel, and from thence 
into a cloilter, which was built quite 
round a court overgrown with night- 
fhade, nettle, and henbane, and on one 
fide forming a fort of piazza, which, 
without any buildings over it, divided it 
from the park. The park was an exten- 
five trafit of unequal land, thickly wood- 
ed with oak and pine, of great an- 
tiquity ; for the affluence of the family 
had for many centuries been great, and 
their tafte for improvement little, fo that 
the axe had never been heard in thefe 

fylvan 
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fylvan regions, which bore rather the 
appearance of a foreft than a park. 

The habitation was as filent as it was 
gloomy. On certain days the deep- 
toned nafal chaunt of one of the priefts 
was heard finging mafs in the chapel; 
but the organ that once accompanied it 
was now filent, for the domeftic of Mr. 
Faiconberg who had been infhu£ted to 
play on it had not returned after his 
mailer's death. The curtain of black 
cloth that enclofed it in the gallery was 
now never undrawn. 

Other founds there were none within 
this difmal dwelling, but occafionally the 
murmurs oi the fervants in the offices, 
who there only ventured upon conver- 
fation ; for, as they glided about the 
hcufe, and particularly when they had 
occafion to approach the apartment of 
Sir Mordaunt, each feemed to fear the 
found of his own voice, and the echo of 
his own footfteps ; and hollow whifpers 

only 
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only crept along the defolate galleries 
when any domeftic met his fellow. 

Without were heard the brayir:gs of 
the flags, of which the park, was full ; or 
the hoarfe bark of feveral areat blood- 
hounds, which were chained up in the 
court-yard, or at night ranged round the 
courts and cloifters. Many birds of 
cheerful note feemed to have fled from 
the mournful neighbourhood ; but in 
the thick and high woods and coppices 
every way furrounding the houfe, the 
deep murmur of multitudes of wild 
pigeons might have drowned the cheer- 
ful flirill cry of the yaffd, and the 
fcreams of the jay, or fhort cawing of 
the daws, which had been long the in- 
habitants of the cornices and broken 
mafles of the ancient building. 

As great part of the food of the fa- 
mily was fifh, a portion of the waters of 
the Efk had been led into three long 
canals, which, with fome leffer pieces of 
water ferving as {tews, were connected 

with 
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with the tunnels of a decoy in the lowed' 
part of the park ; and as the whole was- 
rather for utility than beauty,, willows, 
fallows, and alders had been allowed to 
grow around the whole tract, and ren- 
der it a kind of watery wildernefs,. which 
was inhabited by an infinite number of 
aquatic fowl, that were now feldom dif- 
turbed.j for the decoy was negle&ed, 
and the ponds only attended to for the 
fake of the fupply they afforded of ali- 
ment for the maigre days of the family. 

Such was the general appearance of 
the place, when, in a gloomy evening of 
autumn, about four months after the 
death of Mr. Falconberg, a poft-chaife 
was feen to drive up to the houfe, and 
ftop before the principal door: from it 
iprung the light and graceful form of a 
young woman, between fixteen and ie- 
.venteen, who, half timidly half eagerly, 
tripped up the flight of fteps, before her 
companion, an older and graver per- 
form, had finifhed the directions which, 

in 
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m a language meant to be Englifh, me 
attempted to give the poitillion as to 
the baggage the chaife was loaded with. 
The door, however, long unufed to 
open, now remained clofed again!: 
her, who would, could fhe have feen 
a fervant, have afked for her father. 
It was Mifs Falconberg, who had no 
recollection of her paternal houfe, and 
now looked around her with aftonifli- 
xnent not unmixed with difmay, — Her 
companion having joined her expreffed 
aflonifhment at their being made to wait 
at the door ; and this furprife mi^ht 
have continued much longer, if the po- 
ftillion had not found his way round to 
the offices, where he informed the houfe- 
keeper that two gentlewomen were with- 
out, who wanted to fpeak to his honour 
Sir Mordaunt. 

A circumftance fo unufual, and fo 
unwelcome, occafioned a confticnce be- 
tween the houfekeeper and the ftcward ; 
and after waiting near half an hour, the 

ladies 
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ladies who expecled admittance faw two 
figures in black flowly eroding the great 
court toward them. Mifs Falconberg, 
amazed at the little alacrity there ap. 
peared to receive her, met them, and in 
a few words explained who fhe was; and 
that having been obliged to leave the 
convent in Flanders, where flie had been 
brought up, on account of the troubles 
of the country, fhe had come to feek the 
protection of her father under the guid- 
ance of Mademoifelle Frettemeule, a 
filler of the religious houfe, who had 
kindly undertaken the charge of her. 

The two domeflics looked at each 
other, and (till hefitated. They feemed 
unable to determine on what anfwer they 
were to give. The delay, however, 
could not laft long, and the old {reward 
coldly, and with apparent reluctance, 
led the way to another entrance of the 
houfe, faying that the great doors could 
not be opened. He dire8ed the poftil- 
lion to wait at the ftables, while Edouarda 

now 
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now having entered a room, and more 
and more autazrd at her reception, could 
hardly acquire courage to fay, '•' My fa- 
ther! My brother! Where are they? 
Whv am I not to fee them ?" 

The fteward made a fign to the houfe- 
keeper that fbe fhould fpeak, who, 
placing herfelf direftly before Edouarda, 
and curtfeying. formally faid : 

" Truly, young lady, it is a grievous 
office for me and good Mr. Camur, here 
— truly it is a grievous talk — but it mull 
be known, Sir Mordaunt is — " 

"Is dead, "interrupted Edouarda. — » 
" Is my father dead?" — "No, Mifs, 
not dead : his honour is living, though 
in a poorifh ftale of health ; but we have 
had the misfortune, which you don't 
feem to know — the misfortune to lofe — 
to lofe — " 

" Oh! keep me not in fufpenfe," 
cried the trembling girl, " tell me what 
has happened." 

" Why, we have had the great for- 
2 row 
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row to lofe our fine young mailer ... Mr. 
Falconbcrg: he died beyond fea, where 
he went for his health, and was brought 
here to be buried about two months 
ago." 

Edouarda had no power to interrupt 
her informer, who proceeded. 

" Sir Mordaunt, Mifs, have never 
held up his head fince : and becaufe that 
one day when Mr. Camus here fpoke to 
his honour — didn't you, Mr. Camus? — • 
faying how he hoped as he would be 
comforted, and fuch like, feeing as how 
we rauft all die and that, and hoping he 
would fend for you, Ma'am, as his only 
child, to keep him company, and make 
ui) for his lofs — Sir Mordaunt was in a 
perilous paffion, and bade him, as he 
valued his place, never mention nothing 
of that there fort again : didn't he fay 
fo, Mr. Camus?" 

Camus now feemed to have acquired 
courage to continue this painful nar- 
rative. 

i4 Yes 
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~ c * Yes, alas! he did fay fo indeed; 
and moreover, fays he, I would have 
you from this time forward take notice 
that I have no child ; and that any fer- 
vant who dares to interfere in my family 
-concerns (hall be difchargcd, fays he, 
without more ado." 

" So," added the houfekeeper, with 
-even lefs apparent fympathy than had 
been fhewn by the fteward; w fo you 
fee, Mifs, we be in confequence thereof 
very much at a nonplufh how to ad; 
your ladyfhip's coming all at once of a 
fudden fo, puts us quite into a quan- 
dary ; and if fo be as we take you in, 
and Sir Mordaunt fhould difcover that 
we have done fo without his orders, why 
it's very like, I'll allure you, that we 
mail all lofe our places." 

" If you take nie in?" cried Edou- 
-arda — " .And if you do not — Good God t 
what is to become of me ?" — The eyes. 
of the diftreffed Edouarda then fought 
■ comfort in the countenance of her com- 
panion ; 
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panion ; but Mademoifelle Frettemeule 
was little difpofed to give it: fhe was 
devoutly eroding herfelf, and, filently re- 
commending herfelf to the protection of 
St. Barbara, St. Urfula, and St. Gene- 
vieve, together with Notre Dame deCa- 
rcaffonne, and again wifhed herfelf back 
at her convent, from whence fhe had 
been driven by what hitherto fhe had not 
made up her mind to confider as a very 
hrnentable event. 

Mrs Gournay, the houfekeeper, whofe 
difmay increaled as time wore away and 
no refolution was taken, now began to 
give advice, which file was afraid of of- 
fering till the filence and confirmation 
of the two flrangers convinced her they 
were themfelves incapable of taking any 
refolution. 

,c If I might be fo bold, young lady," 
faid fhe, " as to give my humble opi- 
nion, I mould take the liberty for to 
fay, that it mid be very imprudent for 
to appear all at once, as it were, and of 

a fudden 
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a hidden afore his honour, feeing as 
he feems to be fo grieved at heart about 
my late young mafter as to be forry to 
fee any other perfon as 'twere. — The 
bleffed Lady give him patience, poor 
gentleman ! though for fartain he have 
been but very mollencholie and cafl; 
down for many a year; the more is the 
pity. Now I would humbly mention to 
you, that if his honour does not know 
all of a minute that you are here, why 
we can tell him by little and little; 
whereas if we go for to tell him without 
fome preamble, there is no faying how 
he may take it. This houfe is very 
large, and nobody never in it but Father 
Golgota and Father Galezza, both pious 
men, and very worthy of truft, and my- 
felf and Mr. Camus the (reward, and 
the inferior farvants, which is only an 
houfe-maid, a cook, and laundry-maid; 
and two men farvants, trufly men, who 
have lived a many years with his ho- 
nour : fo that, if you pleafe, Mifs, you 
Vol. I. D and 
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and this, gentlewoman may bide for the 
prefent without any one's being the wifer 
but me and the fteward, and the houfe- 
maid, and (he won't fay a word about 
it; only when the reverend Father Gol- 
gota comes home, I muft confult him 
thereon ; for to be fure I would not 
upon no account whatfomever keep a fe- 
cret from him. I'll try to be fure to 
make things as comfortable, and fuch 
like, as I can. Father Golgota will be 
back fhortly, and both me and Mr. Ca- 
mus are fure 'twill be preferable not as 
yet for to fpeak to Sir Mordaunt.'' 

Since thofe tender affeclions which the 
expectation of meeting with her father 
had called forth in the bofom of Edou- 
arda were now chilled by difappoint- 
ment and apprebenfion, me readily af- 
iented to every thing the good woman 
propofed ; who, after another fhort con- 
ference with the Reward, difmiffed the 
poft-chaife, and foon after returned to 
fhew the rewly-arrived Grangers into 

the 
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the apartments that fhe had deftinedfor 
them. 

Thefe confided of two bed-chambers*, 
high and cold and forlorn, with old- 
fafhioned hijrh-teftered beds. Each room 
was lighted by one long gothic window 
in a very thick wall ; they looked into a 
fquare court, three fides of which were 
buildings ; the light paved cloifter form- 
ed the, fourth, bevond which was an old 
plantation, chiefly of yew, fir, and cy- 
prefs. 'The ivy which had fprung up 
among thefe trees had here and there 
found its way within, fo as to mantle 
with its perennial leaves the fretted arches 
of the open cloifter. 

An anti-room to the bed-chambers, 
very large and lofty, was wainfeoted 
half way up with Irifh oak, above which 
the white-wafhed walls had no other or- 
naments than over one door an immenfe 
pair of antlers affixed to the carved head 
of a (tag, all of which had formerly been 
gilt; the other door was adorned by a 
D 2 great 



fjZ TIU SOLITARY WANDERER. 

great {tufted otter, whofe muzzle and paws 
had once undergone the fame operation, 
in teftimony of the fuccefsful prowefs of 
fome former Falconberg, who had taken 
the animals to which thefefpoils belonged. 
The furniture of this room, which was to 
ferve as a kind of fitting-room, confined 
only of fome old red leather chairs, with 
high backs and great brafs nails, and a ta- 
ble covered with green plufh, the voluted 
legs of which feemed to have been pro- 
duced as a great effort of art two hun- 
dred and nf L y years fince. In the fpa- 
cious and cave-like chimneys of thefe 
rooms, fires were lighted on brafs dogs; 
but the wood was green, and the turf 
mingled with it ferved rather to fmother 
than increafe the little heat that was de- 
rived from it — and unfortunately the au- 
tumnal night was {lormy and cold. 

The aufterities of a convent had not 
taken from Sifter Rhoda the love of eafe 
and perfonal indulgences ; (lie had been 
partly induced to undertake the journey 

which 
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which fhe had juft finifhed, by what (he 
had heard of the great affluence of Sir 
Mordaunt Falconberg; while from the 
general accounts fhe had liftened to of 
England, (he had imagined it to be a 
land abounding in gold and River, and 
where, in the houfe of a grand Milor or 
Seigneur, fuch as (he fuppofed Sir Mor- 
daunt to be, all kind of gratifications, 
both of pride and of the palate, were 
to be obtained without effort or expence. 
Ideas like thefe had principally induced 
her to accompany Edouarda to Eng- 
land; for fhe was one of thofe beings 
who love themfelves to the exclufion of 
all other friendfhip or affections what- 
ever. But now, the contraft between 
what fhe expected and what fhe found 
was fo mortifying, that it was not poffi- 
ble for her to refolve to conceal her ill- 
humour and vexation even from her 
young friend, who was undoubtedly the 
greateft fufferer. 

Edouarda had a natural elasticity of 
D 3 mind, 
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mind, and high health, hitherto un~ 
broken by forrow ; for the dillance at 
which fhe had been kept by her father 
had never appeared any thing extraor- 
dinary, fmce fo many other young wo- 
men were me knew juft in the fame 
fituation, and even fome who had pa- 
rents in France. Now, therefore, as 
the firft fhock of hearing of her brother's 
death, and the difappointment of not im- 
mediately being received by her father, 
fubfided, her fpirits refumed their tone* 
and fhe endeavoured to perfuade herfelf 
that the latter apparently " cruel delay 
might be owing to the mifplaced fears 
and mifapprehenfion of the fervants. It 
was, fhe believed, impoffible that he 
could perfift in refufing to receive fuch 
confolation as his only furviving child 
could offer, and doubted not that (he 
fhould in a few days be allowed to throw 
herfelf at his feet. The dilturbed mind 
of Edouarda, therefore, would foon h-.ve 
gained fome degree of tranquillity, had 

fhe 
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fhe not been harafTed by the murmurs of* 
Sifter Rhoda. This woman, weak and 
felfifh by nature, ignorant and prejudiced 
from education, had fuppofed, that in 
quitting her fpiritual afpirations, for 
which fhe had naturally very little pre- 
dilection, fhe was to receive fome of 
thofe terreftrial gratifications of which 
fhe had i.ndulged many extravagant ideas, 
becaufe {he had from her infancy been 
told fhe was to form no ideas at all about 
them. Her half-informed mind, which 
had fo long been occupied in making 
agreeable pictures for her imagination to 
gaze upon, now funk in peevifh de- 
fpondence. Inftead of palaces and re- 
gales, fhe thought her prefent accom- 
modations lefs comfortable than ufe had 
made thofe of her cell ; her unfortunate 
young companion, whom fhe had under- 
taken to protect, was made to fufFer for 
her difappointment,and, weary as fhewas, 
compelled to liflen to all the expreffions 
of repentance and difpleafure which the 
D 4 nun 
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nun could recollect in her own language, 
But the final confequence of this was 
perhaps good ; for E JouarJa, ever atten- 
tive to the feelings of others, and grate- 
ful for any fervicc done to hcrfelf, fhe 
tried to foiget her own concern, and 
thought only of alleviating that of her 
friend, whom (he at length perfuaded to 
retire to the befi of the two beds, took a 
blanket from her own 10 make it more 
comfortable; and then, as the fupper 
the houfekeeper had fupplied was not a 
bad one, the wine excellent, and forae 
confeclions in brandy ft ill better, Sifter 
Rhoda, with a countenance rather lefs 
deplorable, retired to her repofe, and 
poftponed the reft of her lamentations 
till the next morning. 

But for Edouarda there was no repofe 
to be obtained: the fatigue of a long 
journey, fuftained as fhe had been by 
the fond hope of meeting her father at 
he end of it, (he would not have felt ; 
but the fhock of fuch a difappointment, 

and 
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and the myffery which hung about her 
reception, (he could not recover. In 
painful aftonilhment fhe looked around 
her, and, furveying the defolate apart- 
ment, cold, drear)', and inhofpitable, 
not much unlike, and not much better 
than fome of the old inns where fhe had 
flopped for the night in French Flan- 
ders, fhe queftioned herfelf whether the 
whole was not an uneafy dream, and 
whether it was poflible that this was the 
houfe of Sir Mordaunt Falconberg? 
Yet it was not the difcouraging appear- 
ance of the place that hurt her fo much, 
as the dread that the fervants feemed to 
have of her arrival being known to their 
mafter ; and again and again Edouarda 
repeated, "Gracious Heaven! where- 
fore fhould my father refufe to fee a 
child who never offended him ? What 
fhall I endure if I am long to remain 
concealed in his houfe like a culprit ?'' 

An ardent defire then feized her to 

obtain a view of him by chance. It was 

D 5 not 
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not yet very late ; it was poffible thai 
Sir MordauM might be feen croffing 
from one room to another. Edouarda 
went to one of the windows. There 
was light enough through the night 
ftorm to enable her to diftinguifh that 
her chamber looked into a court fur- 
rounded on three fides by high build- 
ings, while tall flvubs appeared to form 
the fourth boundary beyond an open 
cloifter. She faw the fpiral heads of 
the poplars and cypreffes fway in the 
wind, and remarked how the early moon 
juft glimmering on the park lawns be- 
yond, was now and then obfcured by dark 
clouds hurrying before the blaft. About 
the buildings there was not even a aleam 
of light. Edouarda looked one by one 
on the high gothic windows: "Which," 
cried fhe, " gives its light to the apart- 
ment of my father ? — Will no inftinc- 
tive fenfe of my being near him awaken 
tendernefs in his heart? Can I by no 
ftratagem introduce myfelf to him, and 
aroufe his parental feelings? Has any 
1 one 
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one ufurped in his bofom the place 
which furely mult once have been occu- 
pied by his children, two of whom are 
in their graves, and has he yet no room 
for the third?" — Thus mournfully re- 
flecting, and unable to fleep, Edouarda 
paffed fome time, till extreme wearinefs 
compelled her to feek in her cold and 
funereal-looking bed the reft which 
Nature imperiously demanded. 

The morning came, but not to re- 
joice the penfive and unhappy Edou- 
arda. Again me recalled what had 
parTed the preceding day, and again 
wondered at her deftiny. The houfe- 
keeper made her appearance while, flie 
was drefling, and looked at her, me 
thought, with a mingled expreflion of 
forrow for her and apprehenfion for her - 
felf, while {he thus fpoke : 

" I hope, Mifs, you've relied well. 

I made bold to come and look in upon 

you becaufe t'other lady is not flirring ; 

and I hope you won't take it amifs, if fo 

D6 be 
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be as I juft venture to mention, that I 
hope you will be fo good as to keep as 
clofe as you can for fear Sir Mordaunt 
fhould perceive any thing of your being 
here ; which, until we can contrive by 
means of father Golgota to break the 
matter to him, might, to be fure, be at- 
tended with very bad confequences to 
us all." 

" Do you mean then," faid Edou- 
arda, " my good woman, that it is necef- 
farv for me to be a Drifoner?" 

" Why, Mifs, if fo be as you be pleafed 
to walk out at fuch times as there is no 
danger of meeting Sir Mordaunt — 

" And when are thofe times ?" 

" Sir Mordaunt, Mils, is fometimes 
out early ; that indeed is not very often : 
and at others he is not feen fometimes 
perhaps at all, and often not till two or 
three o'clock; and then of evenings he 
difmiffes his own fervant at dark, and 
after that nobody fees him." 

" It is enough," faid Edouarda figh- 

ing. 
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ing. " I (hall probably have very little 
inclination to walk, while thus deprived 
of the comfort of feeing my father, and 
I will take care, while you think it ne- 
ceflary, not to intrude." 

The woman caft on her what fhe 
thought feemed a look of compaffion, 
and withdrew. 

The extreme difcontent in which 
Edouarda found Sifter Rhoda, who will 
be better diftinguifhed by the name of 
Mademoifelle Frettemeule,. was infinitely 
more diftreffing to her than her own 
thoughts, however painful they had been. 
Inftead of foothing the anguifh which 
Ihe could not but perceive corroded the 
heart of her young friend, (he gave way 
to all the ill-humour thi's mortifying recep- 
tion had occafioned ; exclaimed againft 
thofe who had betrayed her into a fitu- 
ation fo infupportable, and condemned 
her own folly, which had fuffered her to 
be fo eafily milled; declaring at the 
fame time that millions mould not bribe 

her 



6a THE SOLITARY WANDERER". 

her to remain in a place where there 
was not one fatisfaBion to counterba- 
lance the di final and hopelefs gloom. 
Edouarda implored her with tears not to 
leave her till (he was under the protec- 
tion of her father ; ;\^ < sprinted to 
her that cir^nfi^.c^ as Ihe now was, 
fhe had ..ot the means of procuring the 
money which was iKCciIary,in a country 
where iLcy nad found travelling fo ex- 
penfive, to tranfport her friend almolt 
acrofs die kingdom ; for fo the map in- 
formed her it was, from the north-eaft- 
ern coaft of Yorkfhire to Amefbury in 
Wiltihire, where Mademoifelle Frette- 
meule had a near relation affociated 
among the voluntary reclufes who in- 
habited that place. 

Not all the pleading of Edouarda 
could, however, appeafe the ill-humour 
which every circumRance around her 
continued to create in Mademoifelle 
Frettemeule, whofe naturally peevifh and 
feliifh difpoiition, embittered by difap- 

pointment 
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pointment in the vague hopes fhe had 
formed, now feemed gratified by nothing 
fo much as adding to the diltrefs of the 
unhappy girl whom {he had undertaken 
to proteft — till at length Edouarda fled 
from her with as much foliciiude as fhe 
would have fought her had file been of 
a different difpofition. After three days 
which palfed nearly as the firft, and dur- 
ing which they were confined to the 
houfe, as well by the dread of Sir Mor- 
daunt as by the inclemency of the wea- 
ther, the murmurs of Mademoifelle Fret- 
temeule became fo loud, and her decla- 
rations of refolution to depart fo peremp- 
tory, that Mrs.Gournay was apprehenfive 
fhe would endeavour to explain them 
to Sir Mordaunt before either of the 
Priefts returned home ; on whofe influ- 
ence the good old houfekeeper greatly 
relied, knowing how much they poffeffed 
over herfelf. On the fourth day Ga- 
lezza arrived. He was clofeted for 
above an hour with the houfekeeper and 

fteward, 



64 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

fteward, and then walked (lowly and 
foftly into the room where Edouarda 
and the quondam nun waited to fee him. 
Edouarda had been ufed to fee monks 
of every defcription before her arrival 
in England ; yet fhe looked on Galezza 
with furprife. He was a man of about 
thirty-fix, tall, pale, meagre. His grey 
eyes expreffcd paffions which had no- 
thing to do with the fanclity he pro- 
feflcd. His black eye-brows, hair, and 
beard fhaded a long bony face, which a 
high nofe and prominent chin rendered 
lingular; yet he was not fo ugly as fuch 
an affemblage of features might feem in 
defcription to make him ; and when he 
fmiled, though it was often, 

" As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit 
" That could be mov'd to i'mile at any thing," 

yet now and then a look indicating 
better and more focial feelings dwHr f;.; 
a moment on his odd countenance and. 
like a ray of light amidit the lend t t- 
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mofphere of winter, feemed to fay, that, 
though a Jefuit, Galezza had not always 
been infenfible to the voice of Nature 
and Humanity. 

Mademoifelle Frettemeule, as foon as 
the firft fhort compliments were over, 
entered with great volubility on a dif- 
courfe in her native language, where- 
in all fhe had expected was detailed, 
and the contrail fhe had experienced 
vehemently infifted upon. She- con- 
cluded an oration of great length, by de- 
claring to the prieft her decided refo- 
lution to depart immediately; adding in 
a very determined tone, that fhould any 
one attempt to prevent her, fhe would 
force herfelf into the prelence of Sir 
Mordaunt, and demand of him retri- 
bution and difmiffion. 

Edouardaheard her with terror; Edou- 
arda had not yet learned, that, for thofe 
who are miferable, every thing that ma- 
terially changes -has a probability of 
ameliorating their condition ; and that 

nothing 
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nothing is fo idle as for thofe to fear, 
evil who have no hope of good. 

The Confeffor Galezza looked on die 
querulous nun while (he fpoke with eyes- 
of peculiar meaning, which fometimes. 
however were diverted to the fairer and 
more interesting face of Edouarda, whofe- 
deep and almoft convullive fighs feemed 
to make him attend to her in defpite of 
his efforts to appeafe her more importu- 
nate companion. To the furprife however 
of Edouarda, the reverend Father rather 
acquiefced in than oppofed the departure 
of Mademoifelle Frettemeule ; feemed. 
to advife in cold and meafured language 
her not waiting for the return of his fu- 
perior ; which was, he faici, extremely 
uncertain, inafmuch as he was attending 
a lady of high rank in a lingering hope- 
lefs illnefs, Galezza added, that fince 
Mademoifelle was fo very uneafy in her 
pref'ent uncertainty, he would confult 
with Mr. Camus, and endeavour to ar- 
range every thing, fo that fhe might im- 
mediately 
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mediately begin her journey. He would 
himfelf, he {'aid, attend her to the next 
poft-town, where he would provide the 
means of her proceeding to join the 
community fhe fo earneftly defired to 
belong to. 

The father retired, and Edouarda, had 
no courage to remonftrate with Rhoda 
on her unkind refolution. So much in- 
deed had her diflrefs been increafed by 
the difcontent and ill-humour of her 
companion, that flie hardly knew whe- 
ther fhe wifhed her to ftay. One be- 
nefit Edouarda had already derived from 
the difappointment fhe had recently ex- 
perienced — fhe had learned to depend 
lefs on others, and more on herfelf : as 
the limbs acquire ftrength and firmnefs 
by exercife, the foul gains fortitude and 
refolution from the neceffity that com- 
pels it to act. and to endure. 

Edouarda was already in fome degree 
cotifcious of this. She wondered that 
fhe had been able within a few hours to- 

fuffer 
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houfe ; and that fhe fhould not continue 
inth- comfortlefs ftaie fhe now fubmitted 
to. The housekeeper, however, who ap- 
peared to have redoubled her vigilance 
(nice the departure of Mademoifelle 
Frettemeule, left her very little time to 
meditate alone on the fteps fhe fhould 
take; for, as if the good woman had been 
aware of her thoughts, and was deter- 
mined to prevent whatever refolution 
(he had formed upon them, Mrs. Gour- 
nay continually befieged her. Edouarda, 
though fatigued and vexed at being 
under the neceffity of hearing the filly 
and fometimes fuperflitious geffip of 
this old woman, endeavoured notwith- 
flanding to make an advantage of it, 
and queftioned her as to many particu- 
lars in regard to her father: at what 
time he went out ? whether he dined at 
any particular houfe? who had accefs to 
him, and at what time ? Mrs. Gournay 
replied to many of thefc queftions in a 
way which informed Edouarda of very 

little 
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Utile that fhe wanted to know ; but fhe 
at length imagined fhe had collected, 
that Sir Mord.iuat was ufually out at an 
early hour of the morning, alone and 
unattended ; that he always returned be- 
fore ten o'clock; and that his fervants fre- 
quently knew not when he went out or 
came in — except that they fometimes faw 
him at a diftance in the fields or park, 
when, in obedience to his orders, they 
■feduloufly avoided him. 

On the ftrength of this intelligence, 
and after a night which was not paflcd 
in deep, (but in imagining various ad- 
dreffes to her father, and arming her- 
felf with refolution to encounter the firft 
fight of him, and the firlt found of his 
voice,) Edouarda arofe with the earl ie ft 
dawn of the morning. She had now 
been ten days the inmate of her fa- 
ther's houfe : and this was the firft time 
fhe had attempted to go without its walls. 
Trembling and doubting whether fhe 
fhould not render her comfortlefs ftate 

ftill 
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flill more fo by the meafure fhe had de- 
termined upon, fhe dreffed herfelf in 
that hade and trepidation which fear ge- 
nerally occafions, yet recollected as fhe 
was about it, that as Sir Mordaunt was 
faid to be ftrongly attached to the cere- 
monies of the religion to which his family 
had always been devoted, her appearing 
before him in the habit of a nun during 
the year of her noviciate might give him 
an impreffion in her favour. Such a 
drefs fhe was in poffefJion of, having 
worn it on her journey through Flan- 
ders by the command of the Abbefs, 
who imagined it would be a protection 
againft the infults fhe had been taught 
to apprehend. Edouarda, who fancied 
file had gained a flep towards her fa- 
ther's heart, now put on her novice's 
robe and veil with more fatisfaction 
than they had ever b'eftowed on her be- 
fore ; and with flill greater fatisfaclion 
found the doors were not fhut on the 
fide of the houfc fhe inhabited. She 

paffed 
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pafled fofily through feveral gloomy 
rooms and long paffages, her heart flut- 
tering like a frightened bird : for fhe 
knew not, at every ftep, whether the next 
door fhe opened might not lead her fud- 
denly into ihe prefence of her father. 
At length, however, fhe found a flair- 
cafe, and came to a great brick halt, 
one end of which a woman was em- 
ployed in cleaning ; but her back was to- 
wards the affrighted Edouarda, who haf- 
tened to pafs her, and gained a fort of 
porch, from whence an already opened 
door let her into the park. She fled 
acrofs it as if fhe had been attually pur- 
fued, well knowing that had the houfe- 
keeper or fome other of the fervants 
feen her, fhe would have been compelled 
toreturn. Mrs.Gournay had told her that 
SirMordaunt ufually took his walks in 
the fields beyond the park. To the fields 
therefore fhe endeavoured to haften, 
though fhe was ignorant which among 
the fading woods, that every way fur- 
VoL - I. E rounded 
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rounded her, were in the park, and which 
were beyond its paling. 

A winding walk through a thick copfe 
promifed her concealment, and the 
thought probably led to fome gate. Her 
conjectures were juftified ; for. after al- 
iTioft half an hour's walking, a park ftyle 
offered itfelf, and fiic entered a grcenlane, 
where no carriage feemed to have paffed, 
fince the turf covered the few marks of 
ruts which were yet to be traced. 
None of the ufual founds of ruftic la- 
bour met the ear; the morning was grey 
and heavy; and fcarce the remaining 
leaves, now deeply touched with au- 
tumnal yellow, trembled in the gale 
which ufuallv attends the riling fun. 
Old oaks ftretched their horizontal arms, 
aim oil meeting each other, acrofs the 
unfrequented way which Edouarda now 
purfued — purfued merely becaufe fhe 
had once entered upon it ; for the foli- 
tude of the pi tee, and the fear (lie felt 
at being quite alone fo far from every 

habitation, 
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habitation, had again funk her courage 
To much, that fhe was confcious flie 
could not have fpoken to her father had 
flie met him. Once fhe had refolved 
to return ; but the dread of being 
chidden by Mrs. Gournay, and fuffer- 
ing for an abortive attempt, urged her 
on. A gate on the oppofite fide from 
the park opened to a ftubble field, 
which rofe fo much above the ground 
fhe had left, that, imagining fhe could 
command a view from it without be- 
ing perceived, flie entered it. There 
was a path which had certainly been 
trodden by human feet. It lay along 
under an hedgerow of oak and beech 
for five or fix hundred yards, and then, 
as Edouarda plainly difcerned, ftretched 
acrofs the field to its fummit, which fhe 
wifiied to gain, believing fhe could look 
from thence over her father's domain, 
and perhaps perceive the fea, which fhe 
knew was within a very few miles. 
Having fatisfied her curiofity, fhe had 
E 2 deter- 
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rounded her, we:e in the park, and which 
were beyond its paling. 

A winding walk through a thick copfe 
promifed her concealment, and (he 
thought probably led to fome gate. Her 
conjectures were justified ; for. after al- 
inoft half an hour's walking, a park ftyle 
offered itfelf, and flic entered a green lane, 
where no carriage feemed to have paffed, 
fince the turf covered the few marks of 
ruts which were yet to be traced. 
None of the ufual founds of ruftic la- 
bour met the ear; the morning was grey 
and heavy; and fcarce the remaining 
leaves, now deeply touched with au- 
tumnal yellow, trembled in the gale 
which ufually attends the riling fun. 
Old oaks ftretched their horizontal arms, 
almoft meeting c--.ch other, acrofs the 
unfrequented way which Edouarda now 
purfued — purfued merely becaufe fire 
had once entered upon it ; for the foli- 
tude of the pi ice, aid the fear fhe felt 
at being quite alone fo far Horn every 

habitation, 
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habitation, had again funk her courage 
10 mwch, that fhe was confcious flie 
could not have fpoken to her father had 
(lie met him. Once fhe had refolved 
to return ; but the dread of being 
chidden by Mrs. Gournay, and fuffer- 
ing for an abortive attempt, urged her 
on. A gate on the oppofite fide from 
the park opened to a ftubble field, 
which rofe fo much above the ground 
fhe had left, that, imagining fhe could 
command a view from it without be- 
ing perceived, flic entered it. There 
was a path which had certainly been 
trodden by human feet. It lay along 
under an hedgerow of oak and beech 
for five or fix hundred yards, and then, 
as Edouarda plainly difcerned, ftretched 
acrofs the field to its fummit, which fhe 
wilhed to gain, believing fhe co.ild lo^k. 
from thence over her father's domain, 
and perhaps perceive the fea, which me 
knew was within a very few miles. 
Having fatisfied her curiofity, fhe had 
E 2 deter- 
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determined to go back to the boufe, and 
affign fuch reafons as occurred to her 
for her early ramble ; for of meeting 
Sir Mordaunt fhe now defpaired. Pur- 
fuing therefore the path for a few paces, 
flie was fuddeniy ftartled by feeing clofe 
to her, and leaning over a gate in the 
hedge-row, a man, who at one glance 
fhe faw was not her father, for he was 
young, and had the appearance of a 
fportfman: a net full of game hung at 
his fide, and he had a gun in his hand. 
Edouarda alarmed, though fhe hardly 
knew why. would have retreated ; then 
thought it would be better to pafs on, 
■while the fportfman would probably 
purine his game : but fhe forgot how 
nut; ular an appearance in England 
;:ny woman mini make dreffed as (he 
--•as; and fhe was totally unconfcious 
of the attractions of that youth and 
beauty, which would have made her in 
any drefs an objef: of curiofity and ad- 
miration. 

The 
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The young man, as if afraid the fair 
but flranrre figure he faw v/ould efcape 
him before he could afcertain if it was 
real or vifionary, fprang over the gate, 
and approached her. ,c Forgive me, 
Madam," cried he, [peaking as if he 
feared the lovely apparition would va- 
ni(h into air ; " iorgivc me if I take 
the liberty of afking — '' Edouarda 
looked terrified. " I know," added the 
flranger, taking her trembling hand, " I 
know it is unufual to addrefs a lady one 
has not the honour of being acquainted 
with ; but your appearance in this re- 
mote place excites my furprife, as much 
as your form does my admiration. Pray,, 
be not offended if I afk you who you 
are ? — from whence you come ?" 

This was the fir it time Edouarda had 
heard an inquiry fhe fo little knew how 
to anfwer. The diftreffing circumftance 
of being in her father's houfe unknown to 
him ; of having now come out of it clan- 
dellincly to feek him, occurred to her. 
E 3 Her 
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Her confufion increafed, and the aflo- 
rsiihed inquirer repeated his queftion : 
<£ Perhaps," faid he, " you think me 
impertinent ; I am afraid I am To : but' 
it is impoflible for me to part with you 
without knowing who you are, and whe- 
ther there is any chance of my ever 
feeing vou a^ain ?" 

" I h,e/' replied Edouarda in a low 
and tremulous voice, " I live at the 
houfe of Sir Morciaunt Falconberg.'* 
The countenance of the ftranger fell : 
" I might have gueffed at that," faid he, 
" from your habit. Sir Mordaunt Fal- 
conberg ! Has he then the reclufe of 
both fexes in' 'his' houfe? Is it become a 
monaftery ?" Edouarda had by this time 
recollecled many additional reafons that 
made her fhrink from the curiofity (he 
had thus excited : yet, when flie would 
have repulfed it, her courage totally 
failed her. " Whatever I am, Sir, or 
by whatever means I am here, I entreat 
you to let me pafs : it cannot benefit 

vou 
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you to detain me ; to me it may be of 
the mod fatal confequence.'' 

" I would not hurt you for a thoufand 
worlds!" cried the young mm, " But 
what harm can happen from vour telling 
me who you are? You are lo very un- 
like any being I expected to have feen 
here, that had I not beheld" your face, 
and heard you fpeak, I fhould have ima- 
gined you to be one of the female 
ghofts which the country people believe 
are the only inhabitants of Palfgrave — 
befides Sir Mordaunt himfelf and two 

or three monks But if vou are a 

fprit?, you mult at lead bring with you 
airs from heaven ! Speak to me, there- 
fore, beauteous Nun !" Edouarda (till 
Itruggled to get away. "Oh! no, no; 
by Heavens," exclaimed he with in- 
creafing impetuofity, " I fhall be mad 
.if you refufe to tell me who \ou are !" 
Edouarda now recollected that it was 
poffible her father,, fo dreaded already, 
might fee her in conference with this 
E 4 ftranger. 
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f! ranker. Kc did not feern to be ac- 
quainted with Sir Mordaunt. TSie rifk, 
therefore, of telling her name might be 
Iels than that fhe might incur by his 
detaining her. " .1 know not, Sir," find 
fhr, " [he cuftoms of England, nor how 
they may authorife your treating me in 
this manner; but it is at leaft cruel, 
when I tell you that it cxpofes me to 
very great inconvenience. Since, how- 
ever, you take fo unhandfome an advan- 
tage of my unprotected fituation at this 
moment, I muft induce you to releafe 
me by telling you that I am the daugh- 
ter of Sir Mordaunt Falconberg, and 
now unfortunately his only child. Late 
events on the Continent have driven me 
from the convent where I was educated, 
and I have been only a very fhort time 
an inmate of my father's houfc. Now, 
Sir, you muft give me leave to return 
to it ; I am expected — it is impoffibie for 
me to Ray — I mult haften home." 

" And when you get thither, moft 

lovely 
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lovely Mifs Falconberg, for heaven's 
feke let the firll thing you do be to di- 
ved yoarfelf of this drefs, which, though 
you look like an angel in it, you fhould 
never wear to put your father in mind 
of compelling you to bury in a cloillei 
charms that would adorn a throne, and 
furely are deflined to make for fume 
happy — oh, thrice happy being, a pa- 
radife upon earth ! Do not, for mercyV 
fake, leave me! Suffer me onlv to ac- 
company you to the park pales. Tei ! 
me, do you often walk out. J At what 
hour do you ufually leave the houfe? 
What probability is there of mv feeing 
you once more?" — '• None," cried 
Edouarda; " I never leave the houfe, I 
dare not; my father — " iier voice fal- 
tered, and (lie could with difficulty ar- 
ticulate, " Now I do mod earneflly en- 
treat you to leave mc, uultis you would 
be my moft cruel enemy, unbfi vou 
would deftroy me!"—" Perifb the world 
rather !"' anfwered the young man; " but 

E 5 is 
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is it to be endured that the old necro- 
mancer of the Abbey fhould tyrannically 
immure fuch beauty arid fv/eetnefs? I 
will alarm the country," added he 
fmiling, " I will call the poffe comitatus, 
and befiege his fortrefs." — " You will 
kill me," exclaimed Edouarda, now 
ready to fink to the earth. — ct No, 
indeed," faid her perfecutor, "only tell 
me when I may fee you again, and — " 
Edouarda now fuddenly wrefled from 
him the hand he had continued to hold ; 
and calling on him an imploring look 
not to follow her, fhe battened into the 
wood in the park through which fhe had 
before paffed. 

Edouarda had advanced almoft half a 
mile through the wood, ftill looking back 
at every (tep fhe took, before her mind 
was fufficiently difengaged from the ter- 
ror flie had undergone to advert to 
that fhe had yet to encounter. But, 
as fiie approached the houfe, the fears 
which (he had felt in leaving it asain af- 
.1 failed 
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failed her : " I have failed, I have com- 
pletely failed in my hopes, and have 
put myfelf in the power of a ftranger; 
now, if the houfekeeper fhould fee and 
queftion me, or if I fhould be perceived 
by my father, what would become of 
me?" So great was the agitation this 
foliloquy occafioned, that her breath and 
the power of moving onward had almoft 
forfaken the. unhappy Edouarda ;' nor 
would (he perhaps have acquired refolu- 
tion to attempt entering the houfe, if the 
woman fervant who ufually waited in her 
room, but who was generally more like 
a (latue than a living woman, had net 
nattily advanced towards her acrols the 
narrow lawn between the houfe and the 
furrounding wood. Her countenance 
txprefTed that fhe was under the impulfe 
of fear. " Oh, Mil's," cried fhe, '•' where 
have you been ? Had Mrs. Gournay 
feen you, you would have got me fo 
much anger for having left your door 
and the others open ! She has been bufy 
E 6 in 
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in getting fome things for Sir Mordaunt, 
who is {ick, and luckily for us both the 
has not miffed you ; but I, for my part, 
have been frighted out of my fenfes. — 

dear me, what is to be done now ? 
Step back, Mil's-, Hep back into the 
wood, pray do, and juft change clothes 
with me; I can creep round a way you 
will never find, wrapped up any how; 
but if you are feen dreffed as you are 
crofting the park^ and juft too under 
Sir Mordaunt's window, we fhall none 
of us flay in the houfe three days 
longer." 

Ah! thought Edouarda, who would 
\viih to ftay in it fubjected to fuch 
a'anns? She however hefitated not to 
do as Rachael defired, and was foon 
equipped in her hat, gown, and check 
apron, while the nun's robe and veil 
were thrown over the maid like an 

1 ■;■;;'::!!■ erchief and cloak, and fhe ran a 
crr.trary way," by which fhe faid it was 
> cSy for htr to go unnoticed to the 

a houfe, 
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houfe, and Edouarda was left to make 
her way thither as well as fhe could. 

Hardly dared fhe look up to the win- 
dows, as fhe pafTed under thofe which 
fhe had juft been told were in the apart- 
ments ufually inhabited by her father; 
yet her ardent defire to fee him, and the 
hope fhe had of being unnoticed in fuch 
adifgjjife, gave her courage to raife her 
head, and fhe perceived (landing atone 
of the great old gloomy-looking cafe- 
ments a figure, which fhe imagined was 
Sir Mordaunt. Soon, however, the 
perfon moved away ; and as if it were 
poffible Sir Mordaunt could have dif- 
covered that fhe was not what fhe ap- 
peared to be, Edouarda hurried more 
alarmed than ever into the houfe, and, 
without meeting any one, found herfelf 
in her own chamber. 

There, while fhe congratulated herfelf 
upon her efcape, and refolved never 
again to hazard the terrors (lie had un- 
dergone, Rachael came to her, and took 

back 
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back her clothes. At the fame time 
file appeared in great anxiety : " Ah ! 
Mifs/' faid fhe, " what (hall I do about 
Father Galezza? When confeffion day 
comes for us fervants, what (hall I do? 
for I declare I had almoft rather jump 
into the fire than tell the father : then, to 
be fure, he will fet me fuch a penance as 
never was the like, and nobody can tell 
what it will end in." 

Edouarda inquired in what refpect- fhe 
thought herfelf fo much to blame ? "" To 
blame, Mifs?" replied the girl. "Why, 
it was my fault for leaving of the doors 
open, contrary to the orders both of Mrs. 
Gournay, Mr. Camus, and Father Ga- 
lezza.-— 'Twas my careleffnefs, to be 
fure; and oh, bleffed Jefu ! what a fright 
I was in when I found, upon coming to 
make your bed, that you was gone out ! 
And if any harm had come of it, I mud 
have anfwered for it, as indeed I muft 
now to Father Galezza, and undergo a 
fharp penance too befides." 

It 
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It now occurred to Edouarda that fhe 
could perhaps make a friend of this wo- 
man, who might hereafter be ufeful to 
her. The very idea of any one interefled 
for her, and taking part in her deftin)', 
offered fomething like comfort. She 
therefore endeavoured to conciliate her 
by fympathifing in her diftrefs: — "Is 
then the father fo harfti ?" faid Edou- 
arda. " Surely, my good Rachael, he 
will never inflict any fevere punifh- 
ment for an error which is in itfelf fo 
trifling, and which can be attended with 
no bad confequence,s. I would not for 
the world have you omit one of the 
moft immaterial circumftances in your 
confeflion ; but no doubt the father will 
abfolve you — and accept this, good Ra_ 
chael, as a fmall token of my concern 
that you mould fuffer even a fear on my 
account." 

The girl hefitated a moment, as if the 
receiving the money Edouarda offered 
would be an addition to the evil deeds 

that 
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that already weighed upon her eon- 
fcience ; then recollecting perhaps fome 
maxim of the father himfelf, which {he 
thought there was a good opportunity to 
foliow, flie cunfeyed, and pocketed the 
guinea, recommending it to Edouarda 
not to fay a word to Mrs. Gournay 
which might lead to a difcovery of what 
had paffed ; and allowing.no farther time 
for the queRions which Edouarda was 
very defirous or making, me hurried 
away. 

Then it was that Edouarda began to 
reflect on the occurrence of the morn* 
ing, and to re-confider what the flranger 
had faid. — He had fpoken of her father 
as if he was an object, of abhorrence in 
the neighbourhood, and the freedom 
with which he had add re (Ted her, was far 
from giving her a favourable impreffion 
of the flranger himfelf; while a thou,, 
fand 'apprehenfions that her interview 
might be known to Sir Mordaunt, and 
increafe the diflike he had to her ; made 

her 
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her reflect, on the whole circumftance 
with pain. Alone, and without books 
or any refource, the opprellion of her 
mind was almoft infupportable ; and after 
two or three days more thus paffed, io- 
litude and Iblicitude preyed on her 
mind ; the want of air and exercife 
affected her perfonal health, and fhe 
thought herfelf certainly finking into 
the grave. That elafticity of fpirit which 
had hitherto fupportcd forfook her; fhe 
trembled at every noife, fancying fhe 
heard Sir Morda'unt in one of thofe fu- 
rious paffions which had been defcribed 
to her, and that fhe was herfelf the ob- 
ject that excited it. All her converfa- 
tions with Mrs. Gournay, and with Ra- 
chael, ferved only to deprefs her fpirits 
more : they appeared more cold and 
gloomy than before ; they fpoke of the 
expe&ed arrival of the two priefts as near 
at hand, when the whole houfe was to 
be put under a new and fevcre difcipline. 
Mrs. Gournay informed Edouarda it 

would 
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would he proper that flie fhould prepare 
herfelffor confeffion. and put her con- 
fcience entirely under the direction of 
theie good men, fubmitting herfelf im- 
plicitly to their direction. Edouarda 
trembled at the idea, though the inno- 
cence and purity of her mind could be 
equalled by nothing but the misfortunes 
which fo undefervedly overwhelmed her. 
Among the acquaintance fhe had form- 
ed in the convent was aMifs Hervey, an 
Englifh woman, about feven-and-twenty, 
poffeffed a very ftrong and clear under- 
iianding, and had enjoyed the advantage 
of very extenfive reading. Reduced 
by the circumftances of her father, who 
had loft .his fortune in the war with 
America, to become a teacher of young 
perfons, fhe had very wifely placed her- 
ielf at a convent, to obtain the qualifi- 
cations necefiary fur inftructing others 
in French, and fine works; refitted and 
treated with contempt the eilorts that had 
been made, on her firft refilling there, to 

induce 
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induce her to chandelier religion, fhe had 
been fufFered afterwards to Terrain unmo- 
lefted on the fubiect.. Edouarda was par- 
ticularly the object, of her notice and af- 
fection, not only as a native of the fame 
country, but becaufe of the fweetnefs 
and fimplicity of her temper and cha- 
racter. The Superior of the Convent 
died, and her fuccetfor, much lefs a bi- 
got, did not feem to recollect that the 
orders given in regard to Mifs Falcon- 
berg were very ill obferved, when fhe 
was fufFered to be fo much with her 
country-woman, a Proteftant. Edou- 
arda had a penetrating and inquiring 
mind ; fhe had been a fufferer in her in- 
fancy from the aufterities of her reli- 
gion ; fhe was now difgufted by its mum- 
mery, and by that pretence to fuperior 
virtue which fhe obferved among perfons 
who were devoured by every odious 
paffion which they could indulge. The 
converfation of Mifs Hervey had com- 
pleted what her own natural good fenfe 

began ; 
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began ; and in fa£l Edouarda had long 
ceafed to be a Catholic of the Romilh 
Church, though (till under the cruel ne- 
cedity of undergoing forms, and affift- 
ing at ceremonies, from which her heart 
and her reafon equally revolted. 

The fcene fhe was now in was not 
likely to reconcile her to thofe harfh and 
gloomy prejudices, to which (lie owed 
all her diftrefs, and which appeared to 
her to have banilhed her from the pro- 
tection and the heart of her father. But,, 
forlorn as fhe now felt herfelf, her ac- 
tual fituation was infinitely lefs uneafy 
than that to which (he looked forward 
when the two priei'ts (houlu return, 
before whole auflerity and bigotry 
the ignorant and unrefilling votaries in 
the houfe appeared to tremble. How 
could (he endure the arrogant and per- 
emptory manner in which they demand- 
ed implicit obedience? How evade the 
fcrutinizing zeal, either real or pre- 
tended, with which her principles would. 

be 
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be examined ; or the humiliations to 
which her want of entbufiafm, or of hy- 
pocrify, might expofe her? Far from 
thefe eccleiiaftics being the means of re- 
conciling her to her father, there was 
every reafon to apprehend that their in- 
terefi would direct them to keep her at a 
diftance from him. The little fhe had 
feen of Galezza had given her the mod 
unfavourable impreflion of him ; and 
from all fhe had collected of the auflerc 
character of the Italian, he would be 
yet more formidable. Both might be 
expected every hour, and it was pro- 
bable the firft. confultation they held 
would decide on her fate ; a fate per- 
haps infupportable, and which there ap- 
peared to be no way of avoiding, unlefs 
fhe could fucceed before their arrival in 
opening the heart of her father to fenti- 
ments of parental love. 

The attempt to fee him having once 
failed, all that related to it was now 
doubly arduous. Her fpirits too were 

dejected, 
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dejecled, and her health enfeebled ; yet 
the apprehenfion that the priefts would 
foon clofe every avenue againft. her, and 
the conviction that flie could not be more 
unfortunate if fhe failed, than if (lie neg- 
lected to avail herfelf of the little time 
fhe had left, at length decided her. On 
returning from her lucklefs excurfion 
ihe had remarked the apartments which 
were inhabited by Sir Mordaunt, and 
thought that if there was a fuite of rooms, 
or a gallery, beyond a door which open- 
ed to one fide of her own, it mud lead 
to that end of the houfe where he lived. 
Mrs. Gournay had told her he was ill: 
it was unlikely then that he was out, and 
perhaps the wcaknefs of his frame might 
foften the afperity of his temper. — It 
was \vor:h the trial. 

Edouarda, ftill believing that any ap- 
pearance of adhering to the rules of a 
religious order would be a circumftance 
in her favour in the opinion of Sir 
Mordaunt, again put on her nun's drefs, 

and 
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and liflening for near an hour with great 
^attention to the noifes about the houfe, 
and watching for the lights, fhe believed 
every one was afleep fave him (he wifhed 
to fee. From the apartments now known 
to be his, (lie thought a faint light was 
reflected on an oppofite wall, and now 
with tremulous hands fhe began to try if 
flie could open the doors that were be- 
tween them. 

The fir ft lock which fhe attempted 
turned with very little difficulty ; but by 
the taper flie held fhe faw that the room 
it opened into was full of fpare furni- 
ture and lumber. Great old-fafhioned 
chairs, cherts, and bedfteads were pro- 
mifcuoufly huddled upon one other; 
with frames without pictures, and pic- 
tures without frames ; efcutcheons of all 
fizes and defcr-iptions, and pieces of old 
ftatues, which feemed once to have been 
held in greater veneration, and to have 
been objefts of adoration. One of thefe 
was a crucifix, either of ftonc or wood, 

painted 
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painted nearly to refemblc an human 
body, and as large as life*. Edouarda 
had been accu Homed to contemplate 
fuch reprefentations ; yet by the dim 
light (lie held, and amid fo many objecls 
rendered doubtful by the obfcurity they 
were involved in, it made her fhudder. 
She paffed however under it to open the 
door againfl which it partly leaned, and 
found herfelf in a matted paffage; and 
now fhe trembled at her own footfteps, as 
flowly flie crept along it, and even her 
breathing and the pulfation of her ar- 
teries were, from the profound filence, 
fo diftinctly heard, that fhe fancied they 
mu ft be equally audible to others, fhould 
this avenue lead to any other part of the 
houfe. It became wider and higher. — 
The floor was flill covered with matting, 
and here and there againfl the wall was 

* This reprefentation formerly very frequent in 
France on eminences or on quays, and fometimes 
here feveral roads met, is called un Calvaire. 
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an iron fconce made to hold a candle. 
At length one fide of the paffage broke 
into arches, and the chapel appeared be- 
low it, while the continuation of the 
pafTage or gallery where Edouarda flood 
went quite round to the organ-loft on 
the oppofite fide. 

Fear of me hardly knew what, befides 
the dread mingled with hope that (he 
mould meet her father, now fo entirely 
overcame the trembling inquirer, that 
fhe had no courage to go towards the 
organ. A orange apprehenfion of Ibme 
fearful fhape, concealed beneath the 
dark curtain that furrounded it, fud- 
denly (truck her; and abandoning her 
project, for that night, fhe turned to 
haften back by the way (he came. The 
door by which fhe had entered the gal- 
lery was open, and fearfully (he cafl her 
feyes through it on the impenetrable- 
gloom of the rooms fhe had before 
pafied. As fhe hefitated a moment, al- 
moft doubting whether again to explore 
them, a deep and long-drawn figh 

Vol. I. F feemed 
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feemed to come from the other ex- 
tremity of the paflage, which fhe per- 
ceived ied a great deal farther in an op- 
pofite direction from that which (lie had 
before followed. Terror, fuch as Edou- 
arda had never been confeious of be- 
fore, now feized her; fhe plunged into 
the dark labyrinth which fhe had feared 
a fecond time to pafs, and with no other 
care than tint her candle fhould not be 
extinguished, haftened as much as the 
nature of the incumbered rooms would 
admit to regain her own apartment. 

Having reached it, and fhut the door 
fhe bad before been fo anxious to open, 
Edouarda began with herfelf all thofe 
arguments that are ufual in fuch cafes; 
fancy, the wind, fome accidental noife, 
all were called upon to account for her 
alarm, but all to very little purpofe. 
The low moan, or rather hollow and 
broken figh, flill painfully recurred to 
her; and though fhe crept trembling to 
her bed, her eyes were frequently di- 
rected to the door where fhe thought the 

2 fpeQre 
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fpeclreor ftrange being whichhad uttered 
it would perhaps appear. — At another 
thehopethatfhehad difcovered themeans 
of feeingher father would have fupported 
her, or fhe would have perfuaded her- 
felf that it was his voice (he had heard; 
but dread at this moment entirely coun- 
teracted thofe efforts which reafon would 
have made to re-affure her, and it was 
long before her fears would fufFer her to 
tafte any repofe. 

Sleep at laft relieved her; and when 
fhe awoke on the entrance of Rachae! 
the next morning the day was bright, 
and the fun fhed his foul-cheering in- 
fluence even among the gloomy walls 
and obfcured cafements of Paligrave. 
Edouarda heard the voice of a fellow- 
being fpeaking to her with kindnefs. She- 
opened the wiridows-j and felt the breath 
of morning blowing pure and refrefhing 
from the neighbouring hills; and the 
horrors of the preceding night were half 
forgotten, while her defire to fee and be 
F z received 
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received by her father returned in all its 
force. 

It was certain that fhe now knew a 
way by which fhe might have accefs to 
him, for fhe was fure that he was re- 
gularly at mafs ; nay, that his room 
opened into fome part of the building 
in which it was performed, from whence 
he might hear it when he was too ill to 
go down into the chapel. It would there- 
fore be eafy, could fhe once again fum- 
mon refolution, to make her way through 
the avenue fhe had thus difcovered, and 
throw herfelf at her father's feet, even 
at the altar. Surely he would not in 
fuch a moment fpurn from him an only 
child, earneflly attempting to awaken 
his affection. 

Edouarda, much as fhe had feen of 
the petrifying powers of bigotry, had 
yet no idea of the change it can make in 
the human heart. 

Seated at her work at the only win- 
dow (lie was fuffered to approach, fhe 

was 
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was arguing on her future plans, and en- 
deavouring to conquer all her remain- 
ing recollections of the horror occasioned 
by the paft, when, calling her eyes to- 
wards the cloifter which divided the court 
from the park, (he faw the two priefts in 
deep conference together: and all fhe 
had heard from Rachael of the confeffion 
which would be ftri&ly demanded from 
every inhabitant of the houfc recurred 
to her with a fenfation very wide of fa- 
tisfaftion ; for to relate what file had 
done with a view to fee her father, would 
effe&ually put it in their power to pre- 
vent her ever feeing him at all. Rachael 
foon after came into the room to tell her 
that both the holy men were returned ; 
and before fhe had time to rally her con- 
fufed thoughts, they entered together. 

Galezza was humble and filent — Gol- 
gota, an older and a different fort of 
man, faid but little, but what he did fay 
was fevereand fententious: he inquired 
of Edouarda the rules by which her 
F 3 confeffor 
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confeffor in the convent (he had left had 
directed her; feemed to think the disci- 
pline had been too lax, and that the 
young penitent had not been fufficiently 
inftru&ed. While Galezza therefore 
queftioned her on fome points by his 
defire, and the trembling Edouarda was 
collecting all her prefence of mind to 
anfwer him \o as not to incur fome fe- 
y-re penance, Golgota furveyed her. 
with looks, which, though file remarked, 
Hie dared not interpret; and the un- 
pleafant converfation ended in his bid- 
ding her prepare for a general confeffion 
previous to the folemn celebration of 
what is called in France, " Le Jour 
des Morts*," now very nearly approach- 
ing. — Thefe directions being given in an 
authoritative tone by Golgota, he took 
his coadjutor afide, walked up and down 
the room with him feveral times con- 
verfing in a low voice, and in Spanifh, 

* November cd. All Souls, when pruyers are 
put up for the d\i<l 

which 
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which Edouarda did not underftand ; 
and then the elder repeating to her in a 
folemn and nafal tone what he had be- 
fore faid, thev departed together, leav- 
ing on the mind of Edouarda an im- 
preffion it is not eafy to defcribe. When, 
however, (he had time to conn Jer, this 
painful impreffion in feme degree fub- 
fided. She hoped that the return of 
thefe men would bring fome decifion, 
and that fhe fhould either be received 
through their means by her father, or 
that they would advifc her how to be- 
ftow herfelf, and contrive fome means 
for her fupport. Edouarda had not yet 
learned how little fuperftition and bi- 
gotry have to do with humanity and mo- 
rality; nor how many hypocrites, infen- 
fible to the two lad of thefe qualities, 
acquire afcqndancy over the minds of 
men by the two firft. 

Sir Mordaunt had indeed been for 

many years completely priett-ridden. — 

The violence of his pafiions had plunged 

F 4 him 
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him into errors, which the weaknefs of 
his underftanding made him believe thefe 
governors of his confcience could teach 
him to wipe away ; yet was he fo far 
from obtaining that internal peace which 
only confcious rectitude can give, that 
his terrors increafcd in proportion to the 
domination of the men he trufted; and 
while life became every day more and 
more burthenfome to him, he every hour 
confidered its termination with greater 
difmay. 

Edouarda, fanguine in her natural dif- 
pofition, though deprcffed by the com- 
fortlefs circumstances (he was in, again 
recovered resolution enough to purfue 
her former projects ; and having half 
perfuaded herfelf out of the vifionary 
terrors of the preceding night, (he re- 
folved to adventure once more to ex- 
plore at leaft the chapel, and the pallages 
around it. As foon, therefore, as (he- 
had finifhed her dinner, and difmifled 
Rachae!, Die fummoned all her for- 
titude, 
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titude, and fattening the door that com- 
municated with the houfe, that nobody 
might enter from thence and mifs her, 
fhe crofled, not without fome palpitation 
of the heart, the rooms through which 
fhe had paffed the night before. The 
bright morning had disappeared in a 
cold and gloomy afternoon; it was al- 
ready dufk, and through the broken 
mutters only was any light admitted to 
guide her way. The matted gallery 
was not much lighter ; but with foft ftep 
flie crept towards the arches, through 
which the whole area of the chapel was 
to be diftinguifhed. 

With aftonifhment and terror Edou- 
arda beheld kneeling before the altar a 
female figure wrapped in a long white 
woollen garment, like that worn by fome 
religious orders. Unable to move from 
the fpot where amazement had fixed her, 
Edouarda, fearing to breathe, continued 
for fome time to gaze. A deep and 
broken figh, refembling what fhe had be- 
F 5 fore 
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fore heard, proceeded from the phan- 
tom (for fuch only could (lie believe it 
to be). With arms raifed as in the at- 
titude of earneft fupplication, and then 
preffed as in agony to her breaft, the 
figure remained a fecond or two ; and, 
again deeply fighing, arofe from her 
knees, and flowly disappeared in the 
gloom which the fretwork of a fort of 
gothic fcreen threw over that fide of the 
building. 

Edouarda's eyes Mill remained fixed 
on the obfcurity through which the fhape 
had vanifhed, and it was a moment be- 
fore fhe was collected enough to afk 
herfelf what or who this could be? — 
That it was fome Supernatural appear- 
ance her good fenfe would not allow her 
on reflection to believe, yet the height 
and general appearance of the form was 
totally unlike every female in the'houfe. 
I'Vom this vague and confufed inquiry of 
the moment, Edouarda was roufed by 
fancying fhe heard footftcps flowly ap- 
proach 
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proach along in the matted gallery. — 
Variety of terrors then affailed her : 
fhe at once dreaded the re-appearance 
of the unknown perfon or fpe&re, and 
the detection of thofe who were inter- 
efled in watching her, and almoft in. 
ftinclively hurried through the deferted 
rooms, not daring ;o clofe the doors 
after her, and fearing either to look be- 
hind her, left the fearful penitent of the 
altar fhould glide after her ; and yet 
dreading to find fome one with hoftile 
countenance waiting for her, who would 
reproach, and perhaps punifh the cu- 
riofity that had led her from her room. 
The two monks were, above all, objects 
of her apprehenfions ; and as fhe crept 
through every door, (he figured to her- 
felf one of them waiting to feize her, 
and confine her with menaces and rc- 
Hionftrances to her own apartment. 

She arrived there, however, unmo- 

lefted but by her own fears; and, gafp- 

ing for breath, wondered as (he fattened 

F 6 the 
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the laft door after her what could have 
engaged her a fecond time to leave it. 
The figure fhe had feen, and for whofe 
appearance it was impoffible for her to 
account", haunted her imagination in- 
ceffantly- She fancied fhe faw it float- 
ing along the dark end of her room, or 
Handing at the moft diftant door, and, 
if fhe flept for a moment, ftarted fud- 
denly at the idea that it was at the foot 
of her bed; while fhe dreaded to un- 
draw her curtain, left it fhould there 
Egain prefent itfelf. It happened that 
Mrs. Gournay attended inftead of Ra- 
chael to take away her candle, and faflen 
the door; and as fhe feemed in one of 
thofe filent and fullen humours which 
Edouarda had by this time obferved 
were frequent with her, it was hazardous 
or ufelefs to venture afking any of thofe 
qutftions which might give her fome light 
on the fubject. ever in her thoughts. An 
unquiet night was followed by a day as 
much disturbed. Though fhe could net 

expel 
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expel what fhe had feen a moment from 
her mind, ftill it refilled the idea of any- 
thing fupernaturaJ; for though* brought 
up in the very bofom of fuperftition, 
Edouarda had never heeded the tale* 
with which idlenefs and ignorance oc- 
cupy the otherwife liftlefs hours of exist- 
ence. Yet how was it poffible to ac- 
count for what fhe had beheld, fince cer- 
tainly there was no woman who often- 
fibly inhabited the houfe at all like the- 
figure that had prefented i-tfelf before the 
altar of the chapel ? 

Another day patted, and Edouarda, 
far from again yielding to the impulfe 
that had urged her to explore the apart- 
ments which fhe fuppofed to be inha- 
bited bv- her father, dared hardly turn; 
her eyes towards that entranee to her 
room, and occupied herfelf more than 
once, in trying whether the door was as 
fecure within fide as it could be made. 

Towards evening, making this exami- 
nation for the laft time, Edouarda was 

fhrtled 
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ftartled by d noife which flie had never 
remarked before. She liftened, not 
without dread, but foon diftingui&ed it 
to be the voice of one or other of the 
priefts finging vefpers. This convinced 
her that (lie had not clofed all the doors 
between her room and the avenue to 
the chapel, in her lafl precipitate re- 
treat. But ftrong as her fears were that 
this might lead to a detection of her at- 
tempts, they did not give her refolution 
to pafs that way again ; and an unde- 
fcribable terror, which ihe felt to be 
greater than the occafion ought to have 
imprefied, had taken uncontroulable 
poffeffion of her mind. 

To add to this, Rachael, who now re- 
fumed her attendance, gave her a ftrange 
vague account of a man, a ftranger, who 
was fuppofed to have no good defign, 
that had frequently been met in the park^ 
and difappeared in a very extraordinary 
manner, before it was poffible for any of 
thofe who had feen him to afcertain who 

Of 
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or what he was. Had not the other 
equivocal fhape been ever prefent to 
Edouarda, fhe would probably have 
given but little attention to this ftory, 
but her fpirits were in a ftate that made 
her tremblingly attentive to every thing ; 
and when Rachael, in anfwer to her 
queftions, began to defcribe the perfon 
who had been thus feen, it fuddenly 
occurred to Edouarda, that his appear- 
ance refembled that of the young man 
who, addreffing her in her walk, had fo 
much alarmed her. Numberlefs vague 
conjectures then palled through her 
mind. Surely this rafh and ft range young 
man (of whom fhe had thought very 
little fince her fears of her walk having 
been difcovered had fubfided) could 
never have undertaken the ftrange pro- 
ject of introducing himfelf intothe houfc, 
and appearing as a woman ? Yet if fo 
wild a plan had occurred to him, it 
would not be in the chapel where the 
priefts reforted fo conftantly that he 

would 
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would feek her clandeflinely, and at air 
hour too when it was very improbable 
(he would be found there. This con- 
jecture feemed therefore too abfurd to 
be long dwelt upon. But that the park. 
vifitor might be her tranfient acquaint- 
ance did not feem very unlikely, when 
(he recollected the vehement affevera- 
iions he had made, that he muft and 
would fee her again, 

Edcuarda therefore, though fhe felt 
not the leaft partiality for the ftranger 
{he had ca.fually met, and but for the 
fear he had occafioned her would hardly 
have remembered, was by no means 
eafy when fhe heard, that orders had 
been given by Golgota, to the park- 
keeper, to take out the blood-hounds, 
and endeavour to difcover the haunt of 
this intruder, who the father ftrongly 
fufpccled had a defign againft either the 
fifh or the game ; for he had once been 
obferved by the vigilant ecclefiaflic 
himfelf, who being (no doubt bidding 

bis 
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his beads) in the willow wood, which 
crowded over the great pond, had un- 
expectedly beheld an unknown perfon 
dart acrofs the narrow green path, lead- 
ing to the dairy farm at the extremity of 
the park; and had alfo once feen one, who 
he thought was the fame man, fuddenly 
emerge from the dark fhrubs near t'r.e 
cloifter, and hurry acroi's ihe turf into 
another holt of trees, with a velocity 
which the father fo much defpaired of 
equalling, that, though it was moonlight, 
and the fuppofed marauder was diftin&ly 
feen, he did not choofe to follow him. 
He apprehended however Sir Mor- 
daunt's wild fowl, fifh, and venifon to 
be in danger of diminution; while Edou- 
arda, hearing of his fears, apprehended 
thai the fuppofed robber might have 
a very different object of puri'uit, and 
flie felt from that fuppofition greater dif— 
quiet than could eafily be defcribed. 

The alarm, however, like every other 
of the kind, died away, and was almo!t 

forgotten* 
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forgotten. Nothing was miffing about 
the houfe and grounds — the park-keeper 
could trace nobody with his blood-hounds 
— and Edouarda had foon no other dif- 
quiet than that of preparing for her 
confefiion^ which was now very foon to 
be made. 

Under pretence of inftrarting her, and 
preparing her for this, Galezza took 
frequent occafions of viiiting her. He 
not only queftioned her on the rules en- 
joined her in the convent, with which 
he appeared to be by no mea.is fatisfied, 
but expreffed fome doubts as to the 
principles fhe had acquired there; and 
her wavering and doubtful anfwers on 
points which he thought the moft mate- 
rial, led him at length to inquire who were 
then her particular friends and moft in- 
timate acquaintance j and Edouarda hav- 
ing acknowledged (what fhe fufpected 
Galezza had already heard from Sifter 
Rhoda) that a Mifs Harvey, an Englifh- 
woman, and a Proteftant, had been her 

favpurite 
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favourite companion, he deplored in 
very energetic terms the dangerous ftate 
into which his penitent had fallen, and 
declared it to be abfolutely neceffary 
that, under the directions of Father Go!- 
gota, he mould put her into a new 

courfe of difcipline. Edouarda's heart 

funk within her. Surely the penance 
file was already condemned to was fuffi- 
cient. A Granger in her father's boufc, 
depending on the will of perfons who 
were themfelves interefled dependants, 
without one friend to whom fhe might 
apply for counfel, one bofom on which 
fhe might repofe, and uncertain what 
was to be her future fate, it feemed to 
be a dreadful aggravation of her fuffer- 
ings, if fhe were now to be condemned, 
at the mercy of a pried, to undergo per- 
fonal punifhment for undefined crimes. 
Yet of fuch it was certain Galezza fpoke ; 
he perceived the painful impreffion his 
converfation made on his innocent au- 
ditor, and as quickly underflood the 

advaru 
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advantage he could make of the fears 
he had thus the power of infpiring. 

After this unpleafant conversation, he 
fuffered Edouarda to remain a day un- 
rnolefted, leaving what he had faid to 
work its whole effect on her mind. In 
the evening the artful Jemit vif:ted her 
again, and very folemnly entered into a 
difquifition on the fin of thinking on any 
fubje£i whatever, but thofe recommended 
by the fpiritual directors of the parties. 
He defired her never again to recall to 
her mind any of the pernicious, the 
hellifti doctrines {he had heard from the 
young woman with whom fhe had been 
fuffered to be fo improperly familiar j 
bade her remember the ftriftnefs with 
which fhe had been taught to confefs 
her very thoughts; and intimated that 
the only way to efcape a very fevere and 
immediate punifhment, would be to con- 
fide to him in a private converfation 
every prefent emotion of her heart, pre- 
vious to the general confeffion which fhe 

would 
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would be expected to make in a few days 
to Father Golgata. Edouarda, in whofe 
young mind the early tyranny of bigotry 
had not fo far crulhed its native energy 
as to make her fears now wholly con- 
quer her reafon, collected courage 
enough to afk Galezza, whether it was 
any crime in a daughter to wi(h to fee 
and be received by her father ? The 
monk, ftartled at the manner of her 
afking this qneflion, hefitated a moment, 
and then anfwered, " Undoubtedly it is 
a crime, if you would fee him contrary 
to his inclination." — " And/' rejoined 
Edouarda with quicknefs, " is a fither 
guilty of no fin who repulfes, who aban- 
dons his child!"—" That— that— " faid 
Galezza, " that depends — on — in fhort, 
Mils Faiconberg, you- are now commit- 
ting the grievous fin aguintt which I 
have been cautioning you. You are 
thinking, inftead of fubmitting and can- 
vaffing the duties of other people, when 
you are enjoined to praclife your own." 

— " Should 



5. l8 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

— " Should not duties be mutual, reve- 
rend father?" again afked Edouarda.-— • 
" Yours," anfwered he fternly, " is im- 
plicit obedience to the will of your fa- 
ther."—" So it fhall be," faid Edou- 
arda, " when he deigns to fignify his 
will." — " He fpcaks by me," cried Ga- 
lezza with increafed afperity. — " How 
can that be, Sir." replied Edouarda, 
' : when he does not even know I a:n in 
his houfe ? Father Galezza," continued 
Edouarda, acquiring new refolutionfrom 
the coni'cioufnefs that me was right, "if 
to wifh to throw myfelf into the protec- 
tion of my only parent be a crime, I 
haveMecn guilty of a very great one; 
lor I will now confcfs to you, that being 
refu fed admiffion to him by his fervants, 
which feems to rue mo ft unjuft and un- 
natural, I have more than once tried to 
break through the barriers thus raifed 
between us, and have attempted to find 
my way alone into the preience of Sir 
Mordaunt." 

Edouarda, 
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Edouarda, as fhe hazarded this coit- 
feffion, kept her eyes fixed on the coun- 
tenance of Galezza. She faw him turn 
pale, his lips quivered, and an expref- 
fion of mingled fear and refentment 
took poMeffion of his features. Edou- 
arda trembled ; but fhe had now gone 
too far to recede, and with a fort of 
defperate refolution fuddenly refolved 
to relate the whole. In a voice tre- 
mulous from apprchenfion fhe pro- 
ceeded : 

" Not believing it poflible, Father, 
that I could greatly err in attempting 
what Teemed to be a part of my duty, 
I own to you, that I went out one morn- 
ing at an hour when I thought it pufii- 
ble I might meet my father." 

'"' You went out?" faid Galezza ea- 
gerly ; " and whither ?'' 

" Beyond the park ; I know not the 
name of the place, but — " the recollec- 
tion of the perfon me had feerr then 

added 
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added to her confufion; " but I did not 
meet Sir Mordaunt.'' 

Galezza affected to be thunderftruck 
with her folly and rafhnefs. " Meet 
him ! How could you hope to meet him 
there? But that was not your only at- 
tempt?" 

" At another time I endeavoured to 
find my way through the houfe; but 
then I was equally unfuccefsful.'' 

" Some perfon/' faid Galezza, in agi- 
tation he tried to check, " Tome perfon 
has urged you to this wild and indif- 
creet undertaking. I infill upon know- 
in^ who was your advifer ?" 

" Indeed I had none." 

" And did no perfon know of your 
having left your room with fuch a de- 
iign?" 

" The fervent who waits in my room, 
Rachael, faw me by accident as I was 
returning." 

" And that {he has thought proper to 

conceal, 
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conceal. It is well. Now, Mifs FaU 
conberg, it mull be my care, firft, to 
inform my fuperior of your mifconducl; 
and, fecondly, to confult with him on 
the means of preventing the like for the 
future." 

" You might eafily do that, Sir, if you 
would give me any good reafon why the 
daughter mould be forcibly held at a 
diflance from her father. I would fub- 
mit to reafon, nay, I would fubmit to 
my parent's commands though they 
fliould be ?j?M"eafonab!e.*' 

" Reafon ! You dare talk of reafon! 
I fee what muft be done to ftiPie this 
dangerous, this refraclory fpirit. Un- 
happy young voiii;iri ! von know not 
what you feek in cieniingto fee"Sir Mor- 
daunt Falconberg — \ ou would perhaps, 
lay up for younelf miferic; to come, too 
intolerable to be borne by a mind fo lit- 
tle ufed to religious fubmiftion as yours. 
Would you irritate the diftracled mind 
of a man already fubjeft to fits of in- 

Vo!„ T. G. fanity? 
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fanity ? and tear open the wounds that 
months and years of pious confolation 
have never been able entirely to heal ?" 

" Is my father fubjeft to fits of infa- 
nity ? Good God ! and his only child is 
kept from him! — Oh, holy man!" added 
Edouarda, throwing herfelf into a fup- 
plicating attitude, "holy man! have 
mercy upon him and upon me; and let 
me, oh ! let me try if the voice of na- 
ture cannot make itfelf be heard — if the 
child, a dutiful and affectionate child he 
{hall find me, cannot fpeak peace to his 
difturbed foul !— Was it my brother's 
death that has fo fadly affected his mindi 
furely he will then find confolation in 
feeing he has ftill a daughter, who will 
weep with him for that fad event ! Surely 
reafon, humanity, nature " 

" I will talk to you no more!" cried 
the Monk, breaking from her as if un- 
able longer to truft himfelf with her af- 
fecting pleading. " I go to fecure your 
perfonal fafety, if that of your foul is lefs 

eafily 
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ealily to be afcertained. By what means, 
after the orders that have been given, 
did you traverfe this houfe ?'' He was 
near the door, but flopped as he aflced 
this queftion. 

Edouarda, who thought no other op- 
portunity might offer for her to have all 
her apprehenfions cleared up, then fum- 
moned courage to fay, that through a 
door in her bed-chamber, which proba- 
bly had been forgotten, fhe had pene- 
trated into the chapel. 

" And what did you obferve there?" 
cried Galezza, eagerly and angrily ad- 
vancing towards her. 

" Nothing," replied Edouarda, " the 
firft time, but the ufual furniture and or- 
naments of a chapel." 

" And the fecond ?" exclaimed the 
Jefuit, with a countenance fo pale and 
fierce as made her fhudder. 

" The fecond time, I faw a woman, 
a Nun I mould have thought her, kneel- 
ing before the altar. I was frightened, 
G 2 f 0r 
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for I believed it was nobody belonging 
to the houfe." 

<c That form," faid Galezza in a hol- 
low voice, " was not a living woman ! 
it was the condemned fpirit of thy mife- 
rable mother!" 

<f Of my mother!" fhrieked Edou- 
arda. 

" Of thy wretched mother ! who for 
her fins— beware, girl, how thou followeft 
her example — of difobedience to the 
Holy Church, and for her faithlefs con- 
duel towards her hufband, is condemned 
to flames and anguifh — torments which 
are increafed by confeioufnefs ; confei- 
oufnefs perpetually renewed ; for at 
ftated periods her now vainly repentant 
ghoft is permitted to revifit the fcene 
where her evil deeds were perpetrated, 
and to mourn and lament before the 
altar of that power which her perverfe 
and contumelious fpirit, when in the 
flefh, refufed to obey." 

Edouarda. could hear no more j fhe 

fank 
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lank into the firft chair near her in a 
Hate of infenfibility, and Galezza dif- 
appeared. When the unhappy Edouarda 
awoke from her trance of terror, it 
was quite dark; and (he recollected with 
fuch dread the lad fearful words (he had 
heard, that fhe dared not look round the 
room, but, feebly creeping to the doov 
which led towards the fervants' room!?, 
attempted io open it to call Rachael. 
It was, however, faftened without fide; 
and finding all her efforts to pafs through 
it ineffectual, fhe fat down by it, from 
a confufed idea, that fhe was there 
nearer fome human creatures than fhe 
fhould be in any other part ; the fight 
of Rachael would now have been the 
greateft relief to her — the ufual hour of- 
bringing candles, and making up the 
fire, was certainly part. Yet Rachael 
Came not; all was difmally filent, and 
fo dark without, that fhe could but juft 
diflinguifh the window from the wain- 
fcot of the room. Terror, as fhe re- 
G 3 collected 
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collected Galezza's words, had again 
nearly rendered her infenfible, till at 
length a noife was heard without the 
door, Rachael appeared with a light, 
and Edouarda in atranfport of fear and 
aflli&ion threw her arms around her, 
and fobbed convulfively upon her bo- 
fom. 

Rachael foon gave her to underfland 
that fhe knew the caufe of her prefent 
difirefs ; her own eyes indeed were 
red and fwoln. " Ah, Mifs! 1 ' faid the 
poor girl, " what have you done ? 
What will become of us now ? Father 
Galezza threatens " 

" Threatens !" exclaimed Edouarda: 
" Ah! Rachael, dear Rachael, what can 
he do to render me more completely 
miferable than I am already ? Oh ! Ra- 
chael, fave me from this place ; let me 
go, though I fhould become a wanderer 
in the fields, and live upon the wild 
fruit of the hedges ; let me go — My fa- 
ther, „he favs, is mad — Oh ! how dread- 
ful S 
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full — And my mother, who I though,!. 

was a faint, an angel in heaven ! My 

heart finks — I cannot bear to recollcft 
what he faid of her." 

" Why, fure," cried Rachael trem- 
bling, " what did he fay? He has been 
very angry indeed both with Mrs. Gour- 
nay and me for letting you, as he faid, 
ramble about the houfe, and go into the 
chapel, and threatens to have us both 
penanced by Father Golgota. Ah ! dear 
Mifs ! how could you do fo ? But, as I 
told the Father, it was none of my 
fault. Holy Mary ! how fhould I know 
the doors were open ? It was no bufinefs 
of mine to fee them faft. For my own 
part, I would not go through them there 
rooms, and into the young Squire's 
as was, that joins them on the left, for 
all the world. Come, come. Mifs, don't 
cry and take on fo. What is, you know, 
none of us can help. What muft be 
mud be. Sinful mortals as we are, we 
muft bear ourforrows as well as we can. 
G 4 What 
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What if his honour, your father, istouch- 
ed in the head or [o, it's no fault of yours 
— And for the poor lady— but don't afk 
me, dear Mifs, don't talk to me about it 
— pray domt — you know I am bound 
so give an account of all that pafTes to 
the Confelfors to-morrow ; and to talk 
more about it would only be getting 
into more anger both for you and me. 
You would not, Mifs, wifh to have me put 
under fevere difcipline, and fufler I don't 
know what, and all to do you no good." 
(: If it were to do me good/' anfwered 
the weeping Edouarda, "I would not, 
Racbael, afk you to fufFer any thing; I 
ould not be the caufe of any harm to 
you for the world ; but can there be 
any harm in being humane and charita- 
ble, and having pity on my mifery ? for 
indeed, Rachael, I am very miferable. 
I fhal.l /tremble now at every noife I 
hear, thinking it may be my poor father 
raving; and then the dread of feeing 
my mother—" 

Rachael 



w 
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Rachael feemed extremely affected j 
yet the terror with which the priefts had 
infpired her conquered her natural fen- 
timents, and with a countenance in which 
affright was very evidently exprefled 
fhe faid, " Dear Mifs, do, pray, for this 
one night, quiet your mind, and make 
yourfelf as eafy .as you can. May be 
things mayn't be fo bad as you think. 
His honour, Sir Mordaunt, may come 
to ; and, perhaps, after to-morrow, when 
Father Golgota gives orders about things 
before he goes away, he may give leave 
for you to have fome more pleafant 
days. Come, come, deareft Mifs, be 
comforted, pray do ; I'll go and get you 
fomething warm. Lord be good unto 
me ! Why, you are as cold as a marble 
ftone. It's enough to make one all of a 
tremble to feel your hands." 

Rachael then, partly as if to avoid any 
farther converfation, and partly to re- 
lieve the perfonal fufFerings of Edou- 
arda, put down the candle, and haftened 
G5 to 
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to procure her fome relief, with which 
fhe promifed to return in a few mo- 
ments. 

Rachael was faithful to her word ; fhe 
prefently returned with what (he deemed 
fomething good, which Edouarda was 
eafily prevailed upon to take. The maid 
then bufied herfelf in making up the 
fire, which was quite extinguifhed ; and 
while fhe was buttling about to avoid all 
difcourfe, Edouarda, in compliance with 
her advice, got into bed ; when Ra- 
chael, having made every thing as com- 
fortable as fiie could for her, at length ven- 
tured to approach her, and faid, " Now, 
Mil's, don't you be afeard— if Mrs. Gour- 
iiay and another perfon, who need not 
fee you, come through your room to go 
out at that door, that there has been all 
this here piece of wOrk about : for my 
fhare 1 can't go, nor I won't go, and 
fomebody mult do it ; fo Mrs. Gour- 
nay, as fhe is the fitteft perfon, have un- 
dertook it„" 

Edou- 
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Edouarda fearfully inquired if Mrs. 
Gournay had any intention of fpeaking 
to her or reproaching her ? " Let her 
fpare me to-night," faid fhe : " if to 
have fought my father be fo great a 
crime, and I have not already fuffered 
enough, let me at lead be permitted to 
remain tranquil to-night. Alas ! my own 
thoughts are fufficientlv painful to me ; 
yet have I nothing to accufe myfelf of, 
furely, that in any other houfe would be 
called a crime. Certainly I am parti- 
cularly unfortunate !'* 

Rachael, who dared not anfwer for 
what was intended, could do no more 
than accede to Edouarda's earned en- 
treaty that fhe would flay by her till 
this ceremony of fhutting the doors had 
pa(Ted. In a quarter of an hour Mrs. 
Gournay entered, attended by fome per- 
fon, whom, from the heavinefs of the 
ftep, Edouarda believed to be one of 
the priefts ; but dreading, as fhe did, 
their fpeaking to reproach her, fhe dared 
G 6 not 
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not either enquire or look. They were 
gone a confiderable time, and again 
paffed through her apartment, filent and 
with heavy footfteps, as before : when 
they were departed, Edouarda, whofe 
fears all this had rather aggravated than 
appeafed, exerted all her efforts to 
p*erfuade Rachael to remain with her 
the whole night, offeiing her a part of 
her bed, and even trying her fidelity 
with promifes of emolument, and of pre- 
ients of clothes; but Rachael, whether 
from fear or integrity, refilled thefe 
temptations, and affured the innocent 
unhappy tempter, that fo far from being 
of any fervice to her, anv difobedience 
on her part to the orders of Mrs. Gour- 
nay and Father Galezza would only oc- 
caGon her to be difmiffed from the care 
of thofe apartments, and that fhe could 
then never fee or ferve her at all. With 
this Edouarda was at length obliged to 
be content. Rachael, at her reaueft, 
went round to every door to fee they 
1 were 



THE STORY OF EDOUARDA. 133 

were faft, and that which led through 
the anti-room to the fervant's fide, {he 
promifed to lock without, and not to 
let the key go out of her pofieflion. 

Amidft the half (lumbers and uneafy 
vifions of a troubled night, Edouarda 
reflected from time to time on the means 
of releafmg herfelf from a fituation 
which became every hour more and 
more infupportable, and in which to re- 
main feemed as ufelefs as it was painful. 
" If," faid fhe, " my father be decid- 
edly infane, I fhall never be admitted to 
fee him, or, being admitted, fhall be un- 
known, or be confidered as a ftranger or 
an enemy. Thefe men who feem to 
have pofleffion of his effe&s, and the 
cuftody of his perfon, have undoubtedly 
obtained their power by means which, 
helplefs and ignorant as I am, I cannot 
counteract. I am too probably in their 
way ; and what are they not capable of 
doing to remove me ?" This thought 
led to others. "Good God! how can 

I tell 
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I tell but that my mother, my poor un- 
happy mother, fell a facrifice to the arts 
of thefe, or men refembling thefe ? and 
they would now perhaps blacken the 
memory of her whom they have de- 
ftroyed. I have always heard that my 
father was very rich. Thefe priefls pof- 
fefs his property, and would drive away 
his only furviving child. I have been told, 
even in my convent, ftories that might 
well authorize fuch a conjeclure. There 
is furely nothing uncharitable in tranf- 
latingthe looks of Galezza as foreboding 
me no good. I do not indeed quite 
underftand what they mean, but me- 
thinks I would encounter any difficulty, 
any hardfhip, in another mode of life, 
rather than meet them often. Yet whi- 
ther can I go? Alas! an alien from my 
infancy, I have not one friend in Eng- 
land that knows me, that can be inter- 
efted about me, unlefs indeed it be 
Mifs Harvey. And I know not where 
fhe is, or whither fhe went when ihe 

was, 
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was,like me, compelled to quit St. Quin- 
tin. Befides, how could I endure to 
become troublefome to her, who is her- 
felf a dependant, and in no comfortable 
circumftances ? But, indeed, it is ufelefs 
to confider to whom I could go, when 
to efcape from this place, and reach 
any, where I could find an afylum, feems 
alike impoflible. 

On Rachael however finally refted the 
little hope that Edouarda entertained, 
either of efcaping from her mournful 
confinement, or being enabled to endure 
its inconveniences till her efcape could 
be effected. There are fome perfons > 
who, from a finer tact, a certain intuitive 
fenfibility, can, without having had much 
knowledge of the world, judge of the 
feelings and difpofitions of the perfons 
with whom they have occafion to con- 
verfe. Edouarda had- a great deal of 
this natural judgment j and (he fancied 
that Rachael was withheld only by her 
fears and prejudices from following the 

dictates 
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di&ates of a naturally good and com- 
panionate temper. 

It happened, fortunately enough for 
Edouarda, that this humble friend had 
a heart better than her underftanding. 
The latter, by the awe fhe felt for her 
fuperiors, by the prejudices of fuperfti- 
tion and the fears of punifhment, was 
frequently enfeebled, and became fub- 
fervient to any of the perfons who had 
acquired a temporary or rather a fpiri- 
tual power over her; but her heart was 
tender and affectionate ; fhe could not 
bear to fee diftrefs ; and the pity fhe 
felt for the forrows of others, had fre- 
quently brought on her forrows of her 
own. Rachael was yet young ; and 
among other private grievances had 
lately been feparated from a lover, the 
fon of one of Sir Mordaunt's tenants, 
who had been compelled to quit his 
farm, and go to fervice in adiftant counw 
ty by the levcrity of Camus, in regard 
to arrears, and, as Rachael thought, at 

the 
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the inftigation of the Monks, who dif- 
liked the family becaufe they were the 
only tenants on the eftate who were not 
Catholics. Rachael dared not com- 
plain of this acl of tyranny ; but it made 
a deep impreffion on her mind, and em- 
bittered it againlt the managers of the 
houfe, whofe lives were; as fhe now be- 
gan to think, pafi'ed only in opprefling 
and rendering others miferable. From 
continually feeing inftances of this,. and 
feeling her own hopes withering in the 
difmal fubjecHon Xo which fhe was con- 
demned, fhe began to queftion the right 
of the Jefuits to the authority they ex- 
ercifed: and when power is fixed on no 
firmer bafis than that of fuperftition, 
the moment the opprefTed venture to 
examine it, the fuperftru&ure trembles 
to its bafe. 

The tears, the terrors^ the gentle com- 
plaints of Edouarda, as well as the de- 
pendance fhe feemed to have on Ra- 
chael as her only friend, had already 

produced 
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produced a great effect on the mind of 
trm girl. Common reafon, and that con- 
rcioL,f;.efs of right which dwells in the 
mod u:, informed minds, urged her con- 
tinual!) .0 afk herfelf, whether thefe 
two men ought to keep away a child 
from her father, and to poffefs them- 
felves of all authority and property in 
a houfe, when the right heir to it re- 
mained as in aprifon? Yet the reafon 
that produced thefe inquiries was not 
fufficiently ftrong to enable the mind 
that, made them to combat the dread 
with which (he had at an early age been 
infpired. Rachael was by no means 
in the fecrets of the internal part of the 
houfe. She knew that Sir Mordaunt was 
at times deranged in his mind, and fhe 
firmly believed that the fpirit of Lady Fal- 
conberg, notwithstanding the pious en- 
deavours that had been ufed to pray it out 
of purgatory, was ftill enduring its pains ; 
or only exchanged them for the melan- 
choly alternative of wandering about its 

former 
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ibrmerabode, tormented and tormenting; 
and ideas of this terrific (hade, and others 
with which the legends of Palfgrave 
Abbey teemed, had been fo early (for 
flie was the daughter of a man who lived 
on the domain) and fo long impreffed on 
her imagination, that flie as little doubted 
of their reality as of the exigence of the 
objecls daily before her eyes. Still, 
however, fhe thought it very fad that her 
young lady, who was fo innocent and 
good, and " to be fure had never hurt 
any body," fliould be made fo unhappy 
in her home where flie ought to be 
miftrefs. On adifpofition thus prepared, 
Edouarda began once more to try all 
the perfuafive arts (he was miftrefs of. 

The fo much dreaded day of con- 
feffion was over, and Edouarda foon faw 
that what fhe faid to Rachael had great 
effect. The latter became by degrees 
much lefs referved; ventured to tell 
things that had been whifpered in the 
neighbourhood of fome actions of Ga- 

lezza 
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lezza which accorded ill with the fanc- 
tity he pretended to ; and hazarded re- 
peating what had long been whifpered 
in the country, that the great lady with 
whom Father Golgota paffed a confider- 
able part of his time did not court his com- 
pany from motives altogether fpiritual. 
-Thefe hints ferved only to add terror to 
the apprehensions that Edouarda already 
entertained of the two Jefuits. But when 
fhe began to difcourfe on the poffibility 
of efcaping from their power, fhe found 
that Rachael could not give her any ar- 
il fiance. Herfeif the daughter of a 
petty farmer, but littlj above a cot- 
tager, fhe had no idea of the world be- 
yond what flie had [cqu. Her parents 
had not the power, nor would they it 
was almoft certain have the will, to con- 
ceal any one from the fearch that would 
undoubtedly be made after them. And 
they were fo poor, that nothing could 
be obtained from them to carry the fu- 
gitives farther. Various conferences 

therefore 
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therefore with Rachael, and various 
fchemes debated in her own mind, {Vrved 
only to convince Edouarda that (lie was 
efreclually a prifoner, and that, how un- 
eafy foever her refidence might be, it 
was impoffible for her to leave it. 

The total confinement which fhe was 
now obliged to fubmit to u 7 as ex- 
tremely dreadful. The hope of fcc- 
in^r 'and being received' by her fath. r 
had for a long time fupported her; but 
now, without any fuch profpecl before 
her, (he was not only decidedly a captive, 
but expofed to the vifits of Galezza, 
which {lie every day difliked more and 
more. As the authoritative tone he had 
taken at full had, as he plainly per- 
ceived, produced diflike rather than 
fubmiflion, -he gradually and artfully 
changed it ; affecled firft to dtfire only 
to be ufeful and inilruclive to the young 
lady, advife her to re-commence her 
Italian ftudies (which Edouarda, had 
any other perfon propofed it, would 

eagerly 
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eagerly have agreed to) ; then con- 
trived, by bringing her Italian books 
and reading to her fome celebrated paf- 
fages, to conquer the firft reluctance fhe 
had fiiewn, and afterwards took occafion 
to flatter her, distantly and delicately. 
Edouarda, notwithftanding that he thus 
actually made fome progrefs in fubduing 
the extreme diflike fhe had at firft con- 
ceived, could not however prevail upon 
herfelf to have anv confidence in him ; 
there was fomething in his look that al- 
ways made her fhrink ; and though fhe 
at length accepted fome books and oc- 
cafionally read Italian to him, fhe never 
did the latter without previoufly con-- 
triving to have Rachael at work in her 
room. She could not bear the idea of 
being left alone with the Jefuit ; nor, 
much as fhe languifhed for information 
in regard to her father, would 'fhe lay 
herfelf under any obligations by afking 
of him any queftions whatfoever. This 
coldnefs and even averfiori on her part, 

as 
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as flie took little pains to difguife it, Ga~ 
lezza faw from the firfl; but he knew his 
own power too well to be eafily difcou- 
raged, and the very anxiety and earned- 
nefs with which he meditated how to 
conquer it, aroufed new ideas, and 
opened to him profpe&s which he had 
never till then ventured to contemplate. 
Whatever were his views, he gradu- 
ally receded from the aufterity he had 
at firft affumed, which he was now con- 
vinced could not intimidate, but might 
effe&ually difguft, the young reclufe. 
His principal, father Golgota, being now 
gone, he pretended to be unwilling ri- 
goroufly to enforce the orders left with 
him, and more defirous of appealing to 
that good fenfe of obedience and fub- 
miffion, which he affected to believe was 
inherent in the mind of Edouarda, than 
folicitous to infill on the duties which he 
was enjoined by his ftation to fee her 
perform. Edouarda was too well pleafed 
with the effe£t of this refolution of the 

Father, 
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Father, to inquire very minutely into 
the caufe. She knew that, whatever 
might be his intention, fhe never could 
be fo much the dupe of his art as to 
confide in him, and thought that fhe 
might very fairly take advantage of his 
hvpocrify, to obtain for herfelf fuch al- 
leviations of her prefent uncomfortable 
fituation as it would admit of. 

He had himfelf acknowledged that Sir 
Mordaunt was in an infane condition 
of mind ; of courfe he was no longer 
likely to be walking alone at any hour 
in the park, or about the grounds; and 
Edouarda imagined one great objection 
to her being allowed air and exercife 
mull be removed. She took occafion 
therefore to obferve to Galezza, that 
her health had already fullered from 
long confinement, and that, as fhe would 
promife to make no attempt to fee her 
father while he remained in his prefent 
unhappy ftate, fhe thought her confine- 
ment might be mitigated. 

Galezza 
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Galezza affe£ted,orpoffibly felt, great 
reluQance in yielding to her requeft. 
He made many objections ; defired time 
to confider of it ; ftated the danger of 
her meeting the ftranger who was fup- 
pofed to lurk with no good defigns about 
the domain, or of her being expofed to 
the obfervation of other perfons. But 
Edouarda returned again and again to 
the charge ; obviated hisobjeclions, and 
offered to let the hours of her excurfions 
be regulated by his directions to Ra- 
phael, who mould be the conftant com 
panion of her walks. Galezza, being at 
length driven from all his excwfes, con- 
fented ; and Edouarda, who, in confe- 
rence of this, took care to abate no- 
thing of her refcrvc towards him, or to 
appear as if (he had obtained a favour, 
feized the earlielt opportunity of avail- 
ing herfelf of the (light degree of liberty 
thus granted her. 

Late as it was in the feafon, Edouarda 
found in the freedom of wandering about 

Vol. I. H the 
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the park, as much fatisfa&ion as any 
thing could now beftow. It was very 
extenfive, and in many parts overfha- 
dowed with old trees, the growth of cen- 
turies. They were now half ftripped of 
their foliage ; and the ground, beneath 
oaks fo immenfe as to be worthy to 
have been confecrated by the Druids of 
Mona, was ftrewn with their red leaves ; 
but the fir woods Hill afforded fhelter 
from the winds, and dry walking be- 
neath them ; a long plantation of pines 
and firs on a gentle declivity of the 
park, terminating among the aquatic 
trees that were grouped near the water, 
was the favourite walk of Edouarda. 

She had now enjoyed her rambles 
about a week ; and as nothing had ever 
appeared to juftify the precaution of her 
taking Rachael with her (who was often 
wanted by Mrs. Gournay when Edou- 
arda wifhed for her attendance), (he re- 
folved to venture alone. Her enjoy- 
ments were increafed, while'the diffiqul- 
2 ties 



THE STORY OF EDOUARDA. 147 

ties of her going out were lefiened. The 
gloom, not difpleafing though affecting, 
of every objeft around her, imprefled 
no fear ; and if, as not unfrequently it 
happened, the idea of what fhe had feen 
in the chapel, which was now faid to be 
the fpirit of her mother, eroded her 
mind, fhe fhuddered, yc: hardly with a 
fenfation of apprehenfion. Tears filled 
her eyes, and, flill doubting whether 
Galezza believed himfelf what he had 
told her, fhe felt fomething like a vague 
yet fearful wifh to be able herfelf to 
afcertain of what nature the vifior. was 
which had at ftrft caufed her fo mucii 
confternation and amazement. 

By degrees, the natural good fenfe 
and reftitude of her mind taught her to 
argue more rationally on this fubjeit. 
" Is it indeed,''' faid fhe, as fhe refle&ed 
on it, cc the fpirit of my mother ? From 
her, during her life, though I was hardly 
three years old when fhe died, and do 
not remember her, did I ever receive any 
H 2 thing 
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thing but kindnefs and affection ? From 
her then, what fhould I fear, if her dif- 
embodied fpirit be permitted to return 
from another {fate of being ? And if it 
be true, that fpirits fo ex-ifting are con- 
scious of what paffes here ; may it not 
foothe that venerated and beloved fpirit 
fhould her daughter be known to her? 
Yes, I will collect courage to addrefs 
this dear fhade, if a (hade it be, mould I 
ever be fuffered again to behold it." 

When Edouarda began the foliloquy 
that led to this refolution, (he was in 
the pine coppice. It was dufk though 
hardly four o'clock; the air was re- 
markably dill ; and hardly a bird flut- 
tered among the firs and underwood that 
crowded on each fide over a very long ftrait 
walk that was once grafs, and would ftill 
have been fo but for the drip of the trees. 
She call her eyes forwards toward the 
place where the evergreens mingled 
with the aquatic trees on the banks of 
the great pond, and Ine beheld about 
r three 
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three hundred yards down this walk a 
figure moving towards her; but inch 
was the diflance and the obfcurity that 
it was impoflible to tell what it was. All 
the refolutions fhe had juft formed va- 
nifhed in fuch extreme dread, that every 
limb trembled, and a cold dew was on 
her face. To remove her eyes from the 
(lill approaching figure was however im- 
poflible, but it was too remote for her 
yet to diflinguifh what it might be. 
Edouarda (lopped, from mere inability 
to go on. Her knees refufcd to fup- 
port her. She had pa(Ted a bench about 
twenty yards higher than the fpot fhe 
was now at ; and fearing fhe fhould fall, 
fhe llowly retreated towards it, {till look- 
ing behind her, and fat down. Her re- 
tiring feemed to haften the perfon ap- 
proaching her. 

Galezza was, fhe knew, gone out for 
fome days. Her fears did not there- 
fore point towards him, when fhe ob- 
ferved the fhape approaching her was in 
H 3 man's 
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man's apparel. Her giddy admirer, the 
young fportfman, then occurred to her ; 
or it was, perhaps, fome other wanderer, 
who might give her even more caufe 
for alarm. But there v/as now no longer 
time for conjecture. A perfon was al- 
ready at her feet. In figure it was a 
youth of feventeen or eighteen. In look, 
in fize, and even in voice — it was herfelf 
appearing to herfelf! 

The undefcribable emotions of Edou- 
arda kept her filent and motionlefs; 
while, taking her trembling hand, this 
phenomenon fpoke to her : "I am 
at length fortunate enough to fee you — 
Edouarda, fpeak to your brother !" 

" My brother !" cried 0ie, hardly able 
ro articulate. "Have I a brother? — 
Oh ! no, no, they are both dead — dead, 
long, long ago." 

" The eider is indeed dead, Edou- 
arda, and I have been believed fo — I 
have been cruelly ufed, by the order 
too of my own father. — Oh! you cannot 

imagine 
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imagine what I have undergone, Edou- 
arda, or by what extraordinary means I 
have got hither. — Do you doubt that I 
am your brother ? Does the likenefs be- 
tween us fay nothing in my favour ? — 
Deareft girl," continued he, throwing 
his arms round her, " do not ycu too caft. 
me off', and forfake me — Pity me, my 
fitter; pity your fe If, and let us unite in 
our endeavours to vindicate the injured 
memory of our mother, if indeed only 
the memory of her remain, and to de- 
mand of a cruel father juftice for her 
and forourfelves." 

Edouarda was dill unable to reply ra- 
tionally ; amazement feemed to anni- 
hilate her faculties. — The young man 
was by this time feated by her— his arms 
fupported her — and by relating flightly 
his own hiftory, he endeavoured to re- 
aflure and convince her that fhe really 
fpoke to her brother. 

" I have no recollection," faid he, 

" of being fent away from this place ; 

H 4 for 
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ior I was an infant in the cradle. — You 
know, perhaps, why I was at that inno- 
cent and helplefs age abandoned ?" 

" Oh, no," fighed Edouarda; " indeed 
I never heard." 

" Nor I," rejoined her brother, "till 
lately ; nay, I did not even know who 
I was. I was brought up till I was 
twelve years old as the fon of an Italian 
peafant, and then received out of cha- 
rity, as it was faid, at a convent of Do- 
minicans, where I was declined to take 
the vows. A mod extraordinary ac- 
cident difcovered to me, eighteen months 
ago, who and what I was. — I cannot now 
enter into particulars — Suffice it to fay, 
that I found a protector in an English- 
man, who not only took the greateft 
pains to afcertain my family, but fur- 
nifhed me with money to efcape to Eng- 
land, and now expe&s with friendly zeal 
the fuccefs of my endeavours to make 
my father acknowledge me. — Edouarda, 
my dear filler, recollect yourfelf ; look 

not, 
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not, tremble not thus. — Ah ! you little 
know the caution 1 have ufed not to 
alarm you, and with what difficulty I 
have ftifled my earned defire to fpeak 
to you before. Anfwer me then, Edou- 
arda! anfwer me, and tell me you are 
glad I have found my fitter. I cannot 
exprefs myfelf well ; I have learned 
Englifh only lately. The poor lay-bro- 
ther, the fervant of a convent, has had 
but a bad education, my dear fifter; but 
he has a heart above his fortunes, and it 
is warm towards you. — Do not look, 
then, as if you were forry that we had 
met — that I come to you thus, as it were 
from the grave!" 

" From the grave indeed ! — Forgive 
me, my brother : my heart is ready to 
burft with fenfations that 1 cannot de- 
fine. So ftrange does all this feem, that 
I dare not give way to my joy, left it 
mould be all a dream. — But tell me, 
what can I do for you ? What do you 

propofe to do ?" 

H .5 " Galezza 
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" Galezza is now out/' anfwered the 
young man. 

" Only for a few days, I believe." 

" And are you very lure that the ftate 
of Sir Mordaunt is fuch as has been re- 
prefented?'' 

" Alas! I have never feen him,, bro- 
ther. The greateft pains have been 
taken to exclude me from a fight of him : 
and if it were once known, dear Henry, 
that^ou were here — I know not exattly 
why it fhould be fo — but I am very fure 
that there is nothing thofe two priefts 
would not attempt to keep you from a 
fight of our parent — nothing they would 
not do to divide us from each other, and 
both from Si iVlordaunt." 

" Their motives/' anfwered young 
Falconberg, " are eafily underllooJ; 
they are at prefent matters of all Sir 
Mordaunt's property, and whatever in- 
terferes with their poffeffions ma!l be 
unwelcome. — Return, beloved Edou- 
arda, to the houfe : to-rnorrow I will 

again 
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again meet you here, or in any other 
fpot that you fhall name as fafer ; I have 
a- friend to whofe kindnefs I owe it that I 
am here — to him only I am obliged for 
the power of leaving Italy, and of tra- 
velling to England : without him 1 have 
done nothing: it is by his advice I have 
fought you in this our paternal domain ; 
about which I have long hovered ; have 
often feen you when you little imagined 
any one was near you ; but never till this 
evening have I had an opportunity of 
fpeaking to you alone. Tell me, who is 
the fervant that fometimes accompanies 
you? Is there no means of making a friend 
of her ? Then perhaps 1 could obtain ad- 
mittance to the ho ufe, and we could con- 
fult together in greater fafety. But no 
time muft be loft in this — If Galezza re- 
turns before our plans are digefted, we 
may be baffled ; if Golgota mould come 
back, they moft undoubtedly will." 

The trembling and ftill-aftonifhed 

Edouarda promifed to attempt, even. 

H 6 that 
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that night, to engage the female fervant 
to confent to their interviews; and, as 
it was by this time nearly dark, Edou- 
arda, afraid of reproof from Mrs. Gour- 
nay, became defirous of haftening to 
the houfc. Her brother took her arm 
within his, obferving that there would 
be no danger of their being feen at that 
hour and amidft the obfcurity of the 
walk where they were. Edouarda had 
not yet recovered her aftonifhment. — 
" My brother!" faid (lie ; «' is it indeed 
true that I have a brother? — that Sir 
Tvlordaunt, who has never ceafed de- 
ploring the death of one of his fons, 
mould have another whofe exiftence he 
wifhed to conceal ? — Surely, dear Hen- 
ry, there is fome frightful myftery about 
our unhappy family, which we cannot 
penetrate — fomething that condemns us 
to iuffer in filence the penalties of errors 
not our own." 

Falconberg replied in a low and grave 
tone ; " There is,, my fifter, a cruel myf- 
tery— 
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tery — Wicked arts have, I fear, been 
made ufe of — perhaps — but let us not 
deprefs each other to-night ; you have 
undergone emotion enough, and believe 
me, deareft Edouarda, I have had my 
fhare. — To-morrow, at the fame hour, 
or at any other that you will name, where 
fhall I meet you ?" 

" In the fame fpot where we met to- 
night — It is never frequented, I imagine 
for you are the only human being I have 
ever feen in it." 

They were now advanced to the mid- 
dle of the willow wood — A heavy milt 
was rifing from the water, and Falcon- 
berg feemed impatient of his filler's ftay 
left her health fhould fuffer; yet it was 
with pain and reluctance they parted. 
He preffed repeatedly her hand to his 
lips, and befought her to take care of 
herfelf for him. — " You, Edouarda,'' 
faid he, "you and I are alone in the 
world — let us love each other as if we 
had been brought up together." — Edou- 
arda 
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arda anfweredhim with equal tendernefs: 
* c But whither," faid fhe, " g-"» you, 
dear Henry, to-night ? And who is the 
friend to whom you are i'o much ob- 
liged ? I have always underftood that 
there were very few gentlemen's houfes 
in this diftricl, and that our poor father 
has kept them all at fo great a diftance, 
that they had long fince ceafed to remem- 
ber that our family exifted, or if they 
did it was only to defpife and avoid us." 
" All that," replied Falronberg, " is 
generally true ; but an exception has 
been found in my favour in a manner 
which I have not now time to relate. — 
We have much, my Edouarda, to fay 
to each other — Be it your care to find 
an eafy and fafe way of converging.'' — 
Edouarda then again took leave of him, 
and they feparaied. He followed her 
with his eyes, for her white gown could 
ftill be diftinguifhed through the in- 
creafing darknefs. and at length the wil- 
lows and fallows hid her wholly from his 

fight i 



THE STORY OF EDOUARDA. 1 5.9 

fight ; and Edouarda, when (he was con- 
fcious he could fee her no longer, flop- 
ped and liftened ; fhe wifhed ftill to hear 
his footfteps, but all was profoundly 
filent ; and, breathlefs with the variety of 
emotions fhe had felt, and which had not 
yet fubfided, fhe found herfelf in her own 
room, and was very glad to obferve that 
Rachael, when fhe came up, did not ap- 
pear much furprifed at her long abfence. 
It was neceflary to haften the inquiry 
now to be made, whether the indulgence 
obtained from this fervar.t would be ex- 
tended to the reception of her brother — 
Her brother ! the cert linty of her hav- 
ing fo dear a relation, and one who ap- 
peared fo amiable, feemed, while Edou- 
arda reflected upon it, to be a dream 
from which fhe trembled to awake. — 
" My brother ! my Henry !" fhe re- 
peatedly exclaimed, " is it pcffible you 
live, and are all that the fondefl parent 
could wifh, yet are difowned, banifhed — ■■ 
difcarded by your father ?— What is this 

fearful 
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fearful myfiery that has occafioned fo 
unnatural a feparation ? What muft the 
heart be made of, that could fo abandon 
you ? Or what muft have been the arts 
which have thus clofed that heart againft 
you ? For, whatever may now be Sir 
Mordaunt's flate of mind, he was not 
always fo injured in his intellects as that 
this can be imputed to madnefs." Thefe 
reflections were followed by a thoufand 
fears, left her brother being difcovered 
by the men whole interefi it was to keep 
him for ever unknown, he might yet 
become the victim of their intrigue. — 
Edouarda felt alfo a confiderable degree 
of dread, left the afcendancy which the 
Monks had over Rachael might be re- 
fumed, and her feeing her brother ren- 
dered dangerous or perhaps impoffible. 
The ignorant and prejudiced poffefs little 
force of character; perhaps therefore the 
very means flic took to obtain opportu- 
nities of converting with her brother, 
might be thofe that would betray him. 

Such 
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Such apprebenfions, though they de- 
prived her of reft, failed of lending her 
refolution to fpeak to Rachael on the 
following day ; yet almoft the ccmmoneft 
obferver would have feen by her darting, 
unfettled manner, by her refilefs and 
wandering eye, and the little attention 
fhe gave to any thing that was faid, that 
fomething preffed on hermind from which 
fhe could not amoment difengage it. 

It happened that on this morning Ra- 
chael had received news of the lover, 
from whom fhe believed the unfeeling 
artifices of Camus and his employers had 
divided her; he was, fhe had now reafon 
to hope unchanged by abfence, and fhe 
longed to have an opportunity of talking 
about him, and of the flattering hopes 
which his letter had renewed of future 
happinefs. Edouarda was the onlyper- 
fon to whom fhe could difburthen herfelf, 
and file began fuch preliminary difcourfe 
as would, fhe thought, lead to what fhe 
had to fay : but Edouarda, occupied with 

the 
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the new and interefting difcovery (he 
had herfelf made, attended not with her 
ufual good-nature and unaffected affa- 
bility, but walked about the room, put 
on her hat, took it off, obferving it was 
too early to walk — went into the anti- 
room — returned — then went thither a- 
gain ; for that window looked over a part 
of the park — at length Rachael remark- 
ing fomething extraordinary, made an 
excufe for foliowing her — when her 
young miftrefs, fixing her eyes on fome 
diftant objecl, uttered a faint fhriek, and 
turned pale ; ftill however attempting to 
keep the objecl: in view which had appa- 
rently alarmed her, till Rachael eagerly 
inquiring what was the matter, Edou- 
arda cried : " My brother, it is my bro-r 
ther!" and funk almoft lifelefs on the 
window-fear. 

Rachael, whofe head was filled with 
the ftory of the ghoii of Lady Falcon- 
herg, and other imaginary beings, with 
which fuperftition had peopled the houfe, 

now 
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now imagined that a new recruit was 
added to the fpeclres fhe had been ufed 
to hear of; fhe had no idea of any other 
brother that Edouarda could have, but 
him whofe funeral fhe had been witnefs 
to: her terror therefore was equal to 
that of Edouarda herfelf; and it fo much 
affecled her, that when Edouarda, who 
thought this a good opportunity to ex- 
plain the truth, began to entreat her to 
liften a moment with attention, it was 
with great difficulty fhe could perfuade 
her to be quiet and hear her, and to for- 
bear running down to the houfekeeper's 
room, to inform its inhabitants that the 
apparition of Mr. Falconberg had ap- 
peared in the park. 

Edouarda, who had watched the cauTe 
of her alarm till fhe faw him difappear 
among the woods, and was fure he was 
no longer vifible from any of the win- 
dows of the houfe, by this time fuffici- 
ently recovered herfelf to relate to Ra- 
chael all that had pa{Ted the preceding 

evening j 
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evening ; and fhe had foon the pleafure 
of finding her auditor took it as flic 
wifhed. To the unadulterated mind of 
a fimple country girl, neither fophiftry, 
however artfully put, nor prejudice, how- 
ever early impreffed, could reconcile 
the cruelty of feparating the child from 
the parent; and to the common rank of 
women there is fomething particularly 
interefting in a pretty young man " who 
cfttobt a rich gentleman, and ride in 
his own coach, and fuch-like, being 
fent away beyond fea on purpofe that 
he middent have his right herritage." — 
Exaftly in this light the fituation of Fal- 
conberg happened to ft like Rachael ; 
and neither the fubiimeft eloquence of 
all the ci-devant Doftors of the Sor- 
bonne, nor even the fear of penance 
from the fathers Golgota and Galez,23, 
would now have been able to (hake the 
refolution fhe formed to do all in her 
power to affift Edouarda in fkreening him 
from the artifices of the priefts, and en- 
deavour 
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<deavouring to introduce him with fafety 
to the prefence of Sir Mordaunt. 

Edouarda having thus fucceeded be- 
yond her hopes in engaging the fecrecy 
and fervices of the only perfon who 
could afTift her, endeavoured to calm 
her own fpirits for the interview of the 
evening.; but her having difcerned a 
figure at a diftance in the park, which 
fhe was fure was Falconberg, had fo 
alarmed .her left any other perfon 
ftiould alfo have feen him, that fhe found 
it impoflible to quiet her mind, or to 
liften with any thing but forced and pre- 
tended attention to the hiftory Rachaet 
gave of her prefent expectations and 
.profpecls, which at another time (lie 
would have heard with^ benevolent plea- 
fure. 

Edouarda, when M r s. Gournny vi- 
fited her room, trembled with apprehen- 
fion ; fhe fancied her fecret vifible in 
her face, and watched every word and 
look of the old woman to fee if Ihe 
could obferve nothing like fymptoms of 

difcovery, 
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difcovery, or like fly projects to circum- 
vent her. No unufual circumftance 
however appeared ; yet, as the hour ap- 
proached when Edouarda was to meet 
her brother, her agitation and anxiety 
became almoft infupportable. — He was 
■waiting for her ; and while he eagerly 
expreffed the pleafure he felt in again 
feeing her, Edouarda gently chid him 
for his indifcretion in appearing in the 
park at an hour when it was fo probable 
that he would be ieen. " My dear 
filler," replied young Falconberg, "do 
you imagine that 1 can long pallively 
fubmit to the degradation I have hitherto 
undergone ? Do you fuppofe that I will 
lurk like a felon about my father's houfe, 
and fee my rights and yours ufurped by 
fuch men as Golgota and Galezza? No; 
I have (looped to fuch humiliation till I 
could fee you, till I could confult with 
you, and unite our interefls as our af- 
fections are united ; but when once I 
know what will moft quickly enable me 
to throw off the yoke thus wickedly im- 

pofed, 
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pofed, trull me, Edouarda, your bro- 
ther is not of a temper to remain paflive 
under it." 

However fhe was pleafed with his fpi- 
rit, Edouarda could not hear this decla- 
ration without Ihuddering. All fhe 
could do was to endeavour to foothe 
and appeafe him. By means of Ra- 
chael they were now fure of being able 
to fee each other with fome degree of 
fecurny; and their interview of the en- 
fuing evening paffed in explanations, and 
in the hidojy of their lives, fince they 
had, when children yet in early infancy, 
been banifhed from the paternal houfe. 

Edouarda's (lory was fimple, and foon 
told : the latter part of it, however, ex- 
cited anew the indignation of her bro- 
ther, when fhe defcribed her fituation 
on her firfl arrival. His own was more 
full of incident. — " I have no recol- 
lection," faid he, " of ever having been 
in this houfe, or of any other Mate than 
that of the child of an Italian peafant, 

named 
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named Rafaelle Tozetti, a fort of gar- 
dener and dependent on a convent of 
Dominicans, near Zaffita, a village on 
*he banks of the Po. I was confcious 
of no other name or confequence than 
what was borne by two other boys about 
the fame age; we ran about the fields of 
the Milanefe, lived on liule elfe but the 
wild fruits we could gather in them, 
added to a fmall portion of rye bread, or 
beans, with oil or a little piece of bacon. 
Our fuppofed parents made us all work 
equally, as foon as we became refpec- 
tively big enough ; and Enrico was as 
little exempt either from fubfilting on the 
hard fare, or fharing the labours of the 
■cottage as his brodiers Stephano or An- 
gelo. 1 grew however ftrcng and robuft, 
and had little idea of any other felicity 
than a play-day at thofe feafons, when 
there being no neceMity for our labour, 
we might wander about the country, cn- 
fnare fmall birds, and road them after w.r 
own manner, between fome heated ftones, 

uncle 
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under a group of chefnut-irees, the fruit 
of which ferved us for bread ; then 
chafe the cicala, or lucciola, till \ve 
had tired ourfelves, and fleep beneath 
the (helter of the next tuft of fhrubs till 
day-break. I learned however of the 
village fchoolmalter to read and write. 
My firfi; fubje£t of concern was being 
fuddenly removed from this fimple life 
of comparative freedom, and taken by 
a Monk, called Fra Gabriello, to the 
convent in our neighbourhood, where I 
was direSed to alfume the functions of a 
fort of fervant, or young lay-brother, 
and was gravely informed, that, if I ac- 
quitted myfelf well for a few years, I 
fhould be admitted a member of this re- 
ligious houfe. I had no evil propen- 
sities, but the dread of.',, becoming a 
Monk determined me at once not to be- 
have well. I was lectured, threatened, 
bea,t, and fometimes half-ftarved — I be- 
haved (till worfe ; and being by that 
time a (tout boy of fifteen, I determined 
Vol. I. I one 
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one fine evening to bid an eternal adieu 
to the dread I had of what thefe reverend 
fathers intended for me; and, accom- 
panied by my brother Stephano, who 
■was two years older than I was, and who 
defired to fee the world, fet gaily forth 
by moonlight: and being ufed to walk 
much and eat little, we reached without 
difficulty thediftant port of Genoa; and 
entering ourfelves as fhip-boys merely for 
our food, on board the firft fhip that 
would receive us, we foon found our^ 
felves at Marseilles. 

" I fuppofe I behaved much better 
there than among the fathers of the 
order of St. Dominic; for the padron, 
mailer of the veffel, was unwilling to 
part with me, when Stephano, having 
made what he thought a better bargain 
for himfelf, entered on another fhip going 
to the Levant. 

" Gratitude had always the power of 
attaching me: I felt it for my rnafler, 
who voluntarily offered me the fame 

wages 
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wages as Stephano bad demanded. I 
was now too left alone in the world, and 
my padron feeined in place of the con- 
nexions I had left. With him I went to 
Barcelona ; where, and on the voyage, 
I learned a little Englifh, French, and 
Spanifh, and the patois fpoken on the 
coaft of the Mediterranean, which is 
neither French nor Spanifh. My maf- 
ter, on my fecond voyage, had given 
me more decent clothes, and increafed 
my little ftipend. I was become a to- 
lerable failor, and prided myfelf on 
being a fort of interpreter when there 
happened to be any paffengers in the (hip 
who could not fpeak Italian. I had 
now been almoft eighteen months ab- 
fent from the convent, and was returned 
for the fourth time to Genoa, when, as 
I was walking one evening on the quay, 
I was very roughly acceded by Fra Ga- 
briello, the Dominican, who had, for I 
know not what reafon, always been par- 
ticularly officious in troubling himfelf 
I a about 
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about my affairs. He feized me, and 
delivered me to the cuftody of two 
ftrong men, by whom I was, without 
any queftion as to the juftice of the pro- 
ceeding, forced back to the convent, 
and confined in one of the cells — fo 
clofely confined, that my efcape ap- 
peared impofTible. 

'•' It was in vain that I remonftrated 
on the injufuce of this proceeding — The 
very name of juftice, or moral right, 
was unheard of among the Dominicans. 
It was in vain that I declared I had 
the mod invincible averfion to a mo- 
nadic life, and never would take the 
vows. The holy men thought they 
knew how to compel me. I called upon 
Rafaelle Tolzetti, my father, whofe pro- 
perty alone I confidered m\ felf to be till 
I was of age. Natural as well as mo- 
ral law was to yield to the fuperior 
power of the church, and I was told that 
Tolzetti did not dare reclaim me even 
if he had an inclination, which I was 

allured 
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a(Tured he had not. I was one day more 
clamorous and indignant than ufual, and 
fpoke to Fra Gabriello, who generally at- 
tended me, with more than my former af- 
perity. I reprefented how very unjuftly 
I was treated, and inquired why Ste- 
phano had never been fought after and 
brought back? The Monk might eahly 
have faid, Becaufe he had never been 
leceived as a domeftic of the convent ; 
but thrown off his guard by my impe- 
tuofity, and the unanfwerable arguments 
I drew from truth and nature, he an- 
fwered, that the efcape of Stephano was 
of no confequence, mine of the utmoft. 
importance ; and this for the firft time 
gave me a vague and half-formed idea 
of I knew not what. I faw, however, 
that the Dominican had no fooner ut- 
tered thefe words than he repented of 
them, and tried to recall them, or ex- 
plain away their meaning ; obferv'ations 
which put my mind on the ftretch, and 
made me inceffantly ponder on what he 
I 3 could 
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eould mean, and how it happened that 
/ was of greater importance than my 
brothers, or than fo many other boys 
whom I had known either voluntarily 
difmifled by their poor parents to feck 
their own bread, or who, weary of hun- 
ger and of rellraint, had wandered away, 
without ever being- heard of, becaufe 
they never were inquired for more. 

" It was in vain, however, that I 
perplexed myfelf with conjectures; and 
though I ftill thought I faw fomething 
extraordinary in the looks and manner 
of the Friars I was now permitted to 
converfe with, no clue was likely to be 
found while I was confined; and the 
reftlefs defire I felt to find one, added 
another motive to my eager wifhes to be 
once more at liberty. 

" This was not to be hoped for, 
while the Monks had reafon to fear I 
iiiould again try to make my efcape. 
They had taught me that equivocation 
v/as in all cafes juftifiable — What won- 
der 
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der then if, deaf to that internal voice 
of integrity which ftill whifpered in my 
heart, I turned a 3 am ft themfelves the 
maxims they wifhed to teach, and de- 
ceived them who had taught me the 
leihm of deceit ? 

" This therefore I prachfed, though 
not without many internal ftruggles ,- 
and fo fuccefsfully pra&ifed, that, after 
a confinement of above two months, I 
was refiored to as much liberty as con- 
fided in my becoming again a fervant of 
the convent- At fit ft I was narrowly 
watched ; but after a little time the fa- 
thers believed, from the unconcerned 
and even cheerful manner I aflumed* 
that I was perfectly reconciled to the 
mode of life they had chofen for me, 
and again I was inftrucled in the fort of 
learning which is fuppofed to qualify a 
man for becoming the inhabitant of a 
cloifter. 

" Tolzetti,my reputed father, had, be- 

fides my two brothers, a daughter called 

I 4 Pernelia, 
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Pernella, v.' no had been married at an 
early age, as is the cuftom with Italian 
fills, to Bernardo Razzi, a Small farmer 
in the neighbourhood. The voung wo- 
man was uncommonly handiome; and 
lioih Tolzetti and his wife loved her 
v.'ith more affection than they did the 
it: it of their children. The poor wo- 
man, my fuppofed mother, -went early 
one morning to help her daughter 
through the day in fome houfehold bn- 
finefs. At the door (he was met by 
Razzi, her fon- in-law, whofe wild air 
and enflamed eyes terrified her. She 
inquired the caufe ; and Razzi, as he 
ruflied by her, fiercely bade her feek it 
above flairs. Trembling and terrified 
fhe entered her daughter's room, and 
found her unfortunate Pernella dabbed 
in feveral places, and weltering in her 
blood on the bed. She was not how- 
ever dead, but able to confefs to her 
mother, that having been long impor- 
tuned by FraGiacomo, one of the Domi- 
nicans* 
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nicans, to grant him an affignation, (he 
had agreed to admit him that morning 
when flie knew her hufband was to be 
out before day, to go to a diftant 
town ; but that he by fome means or 
other having intelligence of this appoint- 
ment, returned the inftant he faw the 
monk admitted, who efcaped from the 
win 'low while Razzi had wreaked his 
vengeance on the miferable woman. The 
mother of Pernella, frantic with grief, 
collected about her all the people within 
hearing of her cries; and while one ran for 
a furgeon, another fetched old Tolzetti 
from his garden ; and a third, as if glad of 
every occafion to complain of the Monks, 
flew to me, and, broathlefs with hafte and 
zeal, told me that Razzi had killed my 
fitter on finding her locked up with one 
of the brothers of the convent; that my 
mother was raving over her quite dif- 
trafted, and delired I would come to 
them direftly. Indignation againft the 
people by whom I thought myfelf al- 

I 5 ready; 
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ready fo deeply injured, aflifted the fpeed 
with which I ran towards the farm of 
Razzi. There I indeed found Pernella to 
all appearance dying, and her mother, 
adding the conuitutional vivacity of her 
own temper to the ardent fpirit of the 
Italian, was uttering execrations againft 
the Dominicans, which, while the hearers 
acknowledged they were juft, made them 
fhudder. Suddenly fhe turned from her 
dying daughter, to whom another friar 
was now administering the lad facra- 
ment; and feeing me among the crowd, 
flic leized my arm, and cried aloud, 
*' Here ! here ! look here on Enrico- 
Enrico is another inftance of the wick- 
ednefs of thofe men ! — Encrico is no fon 
01 mine — Enrico is no fon of Tolzetti — 
No, no, he is fiolen from an Englifh 
iignior ; they fay, that it was done to 
fave him from being Eritico ; but do 
not believe it, my neighbours. We 
fhould never have been paid as we have 
been, if that had been all. Enrico, I 

tell 
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tell you, is ftolen from his parents for 
fbtne bad and wicked ends; and thefe, 
thefe, are the holy friars ; thefe wolves 
that come into houfes to kill and de- 
ftroy, and carry away honeft men's chil- 
dren !'' In this manner the wife of Tol- 
zetti ran on. in defpite of all that could 
be done to appeafe her. Her hufband, 
who had been at fome diftance when this 
confufion began, by this time made his 
appearance. He difperfed the crowd, 
filenced the clamours of his wife by his 
authority, and, asPernella was not dead, 
fet about informing himfelf of the fur- 
geon whether (he would die. But unable 
to obtain any fatisfaclion from a man who 
was little better than the barber of the 
village, he went himfelf to fetch Fra 
Paoli, the monk,, who praclifed furgery 
and medicine in the convent. While 
be was gone* I was left alone with Mo- 
ther Therefa, who had hitherto paffed 
for mine ; and not to difturb the poor 
wounded creature whom fhe lamented-,. 
16 I defire^- 
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defired her to repeat to me in a low voice 
what fhehad juft faid. Then for the firft 
time fhe feemed confcious of her impru- 
dence, and even half inclined to retraQ; 
but I told her I had other evidence be- 
fides hers, and that hers had been given in 
too public a manner, and before too- 
many witneffes, to make her recantation 
poflible. I felt however that it was ne- 
ceffary for me to efcape inftantly ; I 
{laid only to make memorandums with a 
pencil, of fuch names and dates as The- 
refa could recollect ; and quitting the 
poor woman, wholly occupied by the 
hope of recovering her daughter, I has- 
tened to leave the village of Zeffita as 
far behind me as poffible, and never 
flopped, till, through bye- ways, I reach- 
ed the fmall town of Bergamifi, eleven 
miies diftanf. 

i( I then debated with myfelf what I 
ihoi'Jd do. At Genoa I thought it cer- 
tain the Monks would feek for me. I 
bent th< ftioic my fteps s.o another port, 

and, 
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and, after a good deal of fatigue and faft- 
rng, reached Livorno. 

" It then became necefTary for me to 
confider what I mould do, and to whom 
I fhould apply for affiftance to re- 
turn to my native country. I had not 
till now fufFered myfelf to doubt of the 
facility with which I fhould be reflored 
to the rank I had been fo unaccount- 
ably degraded from. But now that I 
faw Englifh people daily before my eyes, 
and heard a language of which I only 
knew a few words, yet to which I was 
to eftablifh my claim as being that of 
my anceftors, I faw all the difficulties of 
proving what and who I was ; and was 
afraid of being repulfed as an im- 
poftor, perhaps fent back as fuch to 
the Fathers of St. Dominic. I was de- 
ftitute of money, and among ftrangers; 
men who, colle&ed from every quarter 
of the globe, were occafionally afiem- 
bled at Leghorn for the purpofe of traf- 
fic. It was not likely that perfons fo 

engaged 
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engaged would have much time or in- 
clination to liften to a wild and impro- 
bable hiftory, related by an Italian boy. 
I was confcious too, that on my firft eflay 
depended my ultimate fuccefs; and that 
if my ftory was carelefsly liftened to or 
rudely contemned, I mould hardly have 
the courage a fecond time to tell it. 
My wants however began to be very 
preffing, and I was to refolve. I walked 
fome turns backwards and forwards in 
the great ftreet, examining the counte- 
nances of all who paffed me. In fome I 
thought I faw only a fordid attention to 
gain; in others, I fancied there were 
traces of fome trouble or difcontent 
that engrolfed the individual too much 
to allow him to attend to the calamity of 
another. At length I obferved a young 
man whom I immediately knew to be an 
Englishman. He appeared above the 
common rank, and rather like one tra- 
velling to gratify his curiofity, than with 
views of mercantile profit. His coun- 
tenance 
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tenance attracted my confidence, yet I 
knew fo little Englifh, that I feared to 
accoft him in that language. I ap- 
proached him, however, and afked in 
Italian, if he had time and patience to 
liften to an unfortunate Englifh you;h, 
who was, under the moll extraordinary 
circumftances, divided from his country 
and his natural connections. He looked 
earneflly at me, feemed (truck with my 
manner, and aiked with fome furprife if 
I fpoke of myfelf? I anfwered in the 
affirmative. " Surely," faid he, " you 
are an Italian ?" I replied, that I had 
been brought to Italy in my earlieft in- 
fancy, for purpofes of which I had no com- 
prehension; but that an extraordinary 
eventhad lately beenthemeansofinfarm- 
ingme that I was the fon ofan Englifh Ba- 
ronet of the name of Falconberg, and that 
I could produce fome teftimonials which 
might convince him of it. There is fome- 
thing in good and generous minds that bids 
them fcorn the paltry fears of iinpofmon, 

fince 
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fince of any fuch arts they feel them- 
felves incapable. My new acquaint- 
ance took me with him to his lodgings, 
and heard my ftory. I produced the 
letters I had taken from Therefa Tol- 
zetti, and he feemed convinced that I 
was the perfon to whom thofe letters re- 
lated. It appeared however very ft range, 
that a father mould thus banifh his in- 
fant child, and try to forget his very 
exigence. " But." faid mv new-found 
friend, mufing, <c I think I recollect hav- 
ing heard that there was fomediing very 
fingular in the character of Sir Mor- 
daunt Falconbergj though, not know- 
ing him, I gave little attention tO' 
what was faid about him. However," 
added he, " I mall be very glad to be 
of any ufe to you, both as my coun- 
tryman and as one labouring under 
oppreflion. But not having been in 
England thefe two years, I cannot be 
fo well acquainted with the manner of 
proceeding as a friend of mine who will 

be 
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he here in a few days, in order that we 
may embark from hence together. And 
now I remember," added he, " this 
friend of mine can perhaps lend us fome 
light as to the caufe of your father's con- 
duel ; for, though he is not a native of 
England, he has lived for fome years 
in Yorkfhire, and his connections are 
very much in that county. In the 
mean time, as I fear you have been ex- 
pofed to many inconveniences in your 
precipitate flight, confider my lodgings 
as your own, and me as your banker 
for any trifling fum you may want." I 
expreffed my gratitude for this gene- 
rofity in a way which I fuppofe con- 
firmed my friend's opinion that I de- 
ferved it; and our conferences after- 
wards appeared to ftrengthen his regard 
for me. In about four days the friend 
he expefted arrived. He was older by 
fome years than Mr. Eaftcourt, my firft 
benefactor ; but he did not feem lefs 
generous or humane, Mr. Warren had 

feen 
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feen a great deal of the world, about 
which he had now been wandering fome 
years, partly for his own amufement and 
partly on the public affairs of America, 
for he was a native of that continent. 
His mind was the mod enlightened 1 
had ever obferved. Confidering himftlf 
as a citizen of the world, and all man- 
kind as his brethren, his whole bufinefs 
feemed to be to counteract the ill effects 
of all thofe prejudices which teach thein 
only to tear and deftroy each other. 
Speaking feveral languages with equal 
facility, and having made the general 
forms of government as well as the 
paffions of individuals his ftudy, he was 
porTeffed of the means of doing a great 
deal of good, and no occafion to do it 
ever efcaped him. When Eaftcourt had 
related my ftory to him, and he had exa- 
mined the documents which confirmed 
it, he hefitated not to fay that I fhould 
inftantly apply to fome Englifhman of 
fafhion at Rome, who by application 

to 
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to the Pope would obtain an or !cr to 
compel the Dominicans to fhew their 
authority for detaining me. " Thefe," 
{aid Mr. Warren, " are not times when 
prielts can with impunity violate ail 
thofe lines of moral rectitude which 
other men agree to hold facred. A few 
years ago they might have had power to 
force back this poor young man, and 
have condemned him for life to the au- 
fterities of a monaftery. But, thanks to 
the fpirit of inquiry, the parent of all 
that is good and laudable, the fetters fo 
long patiently endured are every day 
falling off! Mankind will hourly be- 
come more enlightened, and therefore 
more free, and prieltcraft will foon be as 
little an inftrument of tyranny as witch- 
craft. Suppofe," added Mr. Warren, 
addrefling himfelf to Mr. Eaftcourt, 
" that inftead of going, as we intended, 
to wander about Calabria, which we can 
do at any other time, or do without, we 
were to go to Rome; take your young 

client 
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elient with us, and endeavour to deliver 
him from the ufurped power of thefe 
Monks, while we afcertain his right to 
an eftablifhment in England ? for to do 
one without the other will be rendering 
him but little fervice, fince we know, I 
think, that England is not a country 
where a man accuftomed to poverty in 
Italy would find his condition ameli- 
orated; fince the poor or tbofe ofhum- 
ble circumftances in England find it very 
difficult to exift at all. Eaflcourt, all be- 
nevolence, and eager to finifh the good 
work he had begun, agreed to the propofal 
of his friend. I was properly equipped to 
accompany them, and we fet out for 
Rome. Many advantages befides its 
main obje£t attended this journey. I 
learned Englifh of my generous friends, 
and had the good fortune to make hourly 
advances in their efteem. I faw all that 
was bell worth feeing, and by degrees 
loft the rufticity of the Italian peafant,. 
and acquired fomething of the manners 
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of my prote£tors. Mr. Warren knew 
fo well what he was about, and the ad- 
vantage the actual ftate of European 
politics gave him where he was, that 
within a fortnight he obtained the order 
he folicited; and leaving Mr. Eadcourt 
and me at Rome, he went Limfelf to the 
Dominican convent. 

"Alas! myEdouarda! it is now that 
I come to that part of my narrative 
which I Inrdly know how to communi- 
cate to vou, fince I have not yet re- 
covered the mock it gave me. Nor in- 
deed (hall I ever learn to think of it 
with (teadir.efs. Edouarda, it was my 
father, Sir Mordaunt, who at the period 
of early infancy, and even before I was 
a year old, had expelled me from his 
houfe and his name. He had, he faid, 
no child but my elder brother — that bro- 
ther who is fince dead. Nay, he had 
ordered that I fhould be kept entirely 
ignorant of my family ; be brought up 
as a peafant boy, till "I was old enough 
3 to 
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to be profeffed, and not fatisfied with' 
that, he had directed information to be 
fent to England of my death. Of all 
this, unnatural and ftrange as it ap- 
pears, Mr. Warren brought me fufficient 
proofs. One of the brothers of the 
convent came by the direction of the 
fuperior to Rome. He gave me the 
moft undoubted conviction, that nothing 
had been done but by the orders of Sir 
Mordaunt; fome of which he (hewed 
me figned by himfelf; and when, in a 
ftate of mind difficult to defcribe, I quef- 
tioned the Monk as to the motive that 
could acluate Sir Mordaunt", ah! Edou- 
arda! his anfwers were fuch as made me 
tremble, and fometimes recede from the 
inquiry; then impelled by the moft 
painful folicitude to lift the veil from 
your fate and my own, I again urged it 
— again fhuddered and defifted." 

Edouarda had heard him with a beat- 
ing heart, and in profound filence ; he 
now paufed, for fuch was his emotion 

that 
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that he could not proceed. The con- 
fufed thoughts of Edouarda pointed to- 
wards her mother ; what Galezza had 
faid returned in all its force to her re- 
collection; (he dared not however ha- 
zard fo painful a queltion to her bro- 
ther, as whether he had heard any re- 
flections caft on the character of that mo- 
ther, as a reafon for the conduct of the 
father towards her children ; yet the 
anfwers he alluded to, and which he faid 
had fometimes made him tremble at the 
inquiry, and fometimes recede from its 
had undoubtedly a reference to thole 
cruel fufpicions. The fear that all Ga- 
lezza had faid might be founded in 
truth was terrible; nor could the reafon 
of Edouarda at that moment refill the 
fearful idea that the troubled fpirit of an 
unhappy woman wandered round the 
fcene where fhe had lived in guilt, and 
died in mifery. It feemed like becom- 
ing herfelf one of her mother's accufers, 
fhould fhe repeat this to Henry. Shame 

and 
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and tendernefs alike prevented herfpeak- 
ing of it, yet by her deep and almpRcon- 
vulfrve fighs it was eafy for him to fee 
that fhe already knew what he could not 
without fhudderins- relate. 

" The pretence then," continued 
Henry in a low voice, " the pretence 
under which Sir Mordaunt Falconberg 
has acted in this manner, is — the mik 
conduct, as he fays, of our mother. He 
nab imagined — I fay imagined — becaufe 
I dare believe it never exined but in his 
own difeafed imagination, a legend ofper- 
fonal infidelity — aconnection with I know 
not what voun° friend of his own, whom 
be met with in Italy, and received into 
bis houfe. Thole arifnl and defigning 
Monk?, one of whom, Golgota, is, I un- 
derftand, Hill about him, were much 
more likely to invent this infamous ca- 
lumny, than, from all I have been able 
to learn of my mother, ihe was likely to 
be guilty of a crime." 

" Yet," faid Edouarda in a faltering 

voice, 
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voice, " yet are they not fatisfied. Their 
malignity purfues her haplefs children ; 
nay, it perfecutes her even beyond the 
grave. The ftory which you, my bro- 
ther, have heard, perhaps with more 
minute circumstances, has been related 
to me ; and they have told me, that a 
myfterious figure I faw in the chapel, 
when I was attempting to obtain admif- 
fion to my father — they have told me, 
Henry, it was the wandering and per- 
turbed (hade of my mother!" 

A ftrokc of electricity could not have 
had a more fudden and violent effect 
thanthefe words : •' A myfterious figure 
that you have feen, Ldouarda.* Tell mc, 
I charge you, inftanily, what vou faw — 
tell me, deareft girl, while I am yet able 
to hear you.'' 

Edouarda, whofc alarm and agitation 
were increafed by the manner in which 
her brother fpoke, endeavoured to collect 
courage enough to relate her motives 
for exploring the houfe at hours when 

Vol. I. ' K fhe 
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flie hoped fhe might unperceived obtain 
admiffion to Sir Mordaunt, and what fhe 
hadobfervedinconfequenceof it. When 
fhe had concluded, he afked her with 
great emotion, whether it was poffible 
for him to get into the chapel by the 
fame way fhe had entered it on the even- 
ing when fhe had feen this extraordinary 
appearance? This brought on a narra- 
tive of what had happened in confe- 
quence of her confeffing to Galezza the 
attempt me had made. " Oh!" cried 
he, " if that be all, fear not but that I 
fhall eafily find means to force the doors, 
in whatever way it might be in his power 
to fecure them. Edouarda," continued 
he in a folemn voice, " I have fearful 
reafons for believing that fome dreadful 
myftery does hang over us. In fuch 
fufpenfe I cannot reft. Delay, fo far 
from relieving, will only irritate my 
anxiety. Edouarda, I mujl fee" this 
queftionable form. You fay Galezza is 
out; the opportunity therefore cannot be 

more 
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more favourable if, indeed, I had not 

determined to (corn all his malice, and 
fet myfelf at once above the confe- 
quences. To-night, however, you mud 
determine to admit me ; and perhaps, 
dear Edouarda, a few hours, or at leaft a 
few days, may reftore us to our rank in 
focietv, and reftore our unhappy father 
to himfelf." 

Edouarda, though naturally fanguine, 
dared not flatter herfelf that her anxiety 
would fo foon terminate. The viry 
eagernefs and impetuofity of her brotlui 
was to her an additional rcafon for doubt 
and apprehenfion, if indeed the confufoi 
and unealv ideas fhe entertained of her 
father made her dread left Henry fliould 
incur fome perfonal ri'k. Having how- 
ever told him, that in confequence of her 
arrangement with Rachael fhe could fafely 
admit him, and dreading herfelf the return 
of Galezza, nothing was to be faid to put 
him from his defign, whatever it was. 
Edouarda, however, before they parted, 
K 2 that 
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that (he might prepare the way for his 
fecret reception, befought him to tell 
where he had taken up his abode fince 
his refidence in the neighbourhood. 
*' Oh ! be not in any pain about me,'' 
replied her brother. " A cottage — and 
to a cottage you know I have from my 
earlieft infancy been accuftomed — a cot- 
tage, believe me, Edouarda, affords to 
him who has watched or worked through- 
out the day, the fweeteft and moft un- 
broken (lumbers. I cannot fay, how- 
ever, that I have tailed much repofe hi- 
therto in mine, which is a very poor hut, 
conflru6led by its humble inhabitant, 
about two miles ofT at the foot of the 
avoids: I have not refted much, becaufe 
ever fince I have been there my mind 
has been conftantly agitated either in 
devifing means to fee you, or by the dif- 
appointment of the plans I had formed. 
Often, as I have lingered about the park, 
1 have fled eagerly to fome object at a 
diftance, my heart beating with the hope 
1 that 
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that it was my Edouarda ; but I have 
been cruelly baffled. I approached 
either a peafant with hurrying and af- 
frighted fleps croiTing the domain on 
a nearer ^ r ay to the next town, or 
fome fad and folemn-looking fervant, 
who eyed me with an exprcilion which 
immediately caufed me to haften away 
as faft as poflible; while feeming to 
doubt my reality, none (hewed any 
inclination to purfue me. Once or twice 
I have nearly met one or other of the 
Monks face to face ; but furely the 
confciences of thefe fathers muft be ill at 
eafe. fince they feem to ;nc to be haunted 
by apprchcnlions which ought not to 
be the companions of their extraor- 
dinary piety. Not long ago I crowed 
il rcvcrcndijjimo padre Golgota> in the 
narrow path between the willows on the 
pond-fide ; but far from attempting to 
detain me with his fecular arm if I was 
an intruder, or to exorcife me if I was a 
mere vifjon of the night, he made the 
K3 beft 
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bed of his way from me towards the 
houfe with a deqive of velocity which 
really furp riled me. After that I became 
h-fs fearful, and ventured to approach 
nearer to any object I faw at a dhlance. 
Indeed, my HpprehcnGcns were never 
very great; fr! iho'tght. had a dole 
co/ite-l arifen, I could h-ve nude a to- 
lerable ft and ar,2iii[i any of the perlom 1 
had ever feen.'' 

Edouarda longed to lean; fome far- 
ther particulars of his journey to Eng" 
land, hut the hour approached when 
he could be moil fafely admitted to the 
houfe. The fignal was to be the great 
clock tolling nine, at which hour the 
fervants aflembied to their fupper, all 
but Rachael, who had been lately re- 
quefled by Edouarda to fhare hers. 
Mr. Camus and Mrs. Gournay were 
engaged in the houfekeeper's room, for 
they by no means approved, at leafl on 
ih'eir own account, of any fevere degree 
of deprivation ; and the part of the 

houfe 
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houfe through which her vifitor was to 
be conduced, would, Edouarda knew, 
be at that time free from pafiengers or 
interruption. 

All fucceeded to the wifb.es of the 
innocent adventurers, and Henry Fal- 
conberg once more found himfelf in the 
houfe of his fathers. 

The idea predominant in his mind 
was what he had heard of his mother; 
and fome farther yet vague information 
which he had formerly received, ap- 
peared to have created a degree of pain- 
ful curiofity that nothing but a thorough 
inquiry into the fubjeft could appeafe. 
He tried, therefore, as foon as Edou- 
arda pointed it out to him, to force the 
door that led through the uninhabited 
rooms to the chapel ; while his fitter, 
frightened at his impetuofity, and dread- 
ing left the noife he muft unavoidably 
make fhould difcover him, flood trem- 
bling near him, now anxious for his fuc- 
K 4 cefs, 
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r :efs, and now fhuddcring to think of 
ihe confequences it might lead to. 

The Monk who had taken the pre- 
caution to fecure thefe doors againft the 
lender hands of Edouarda, had not fuf- 
pected that a more irrefiftible attack than 
any fhe could effay would be made 
on them. The firft gave the molt trou- 
ble to its eager aflailant ; the reft, which 
had been only (lightly fattened, as lefs 
!:kely to be attempted, eafily yielded, 
either from their broken hinges or the 
decay of the wood-work, to the ftrength 
young Falconberg applied; and while 
Rachael kept guard in Edouarda's room, 
and fhe attended him with a light, he 
found himfelf, without much force or 
much labour, in the matted gallery of 
die chapel. 

Hardly allowing hirnfelf time to 
breathe, he haftened to that part of it 
where over a baluRrade the whole area 
of the chapel was vifible. He held the 

candle 
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candle fo as to caft a light into it : but 
all beneath him was filent and dark. 
The rays fell on the altar, on which was 
a large ivory crucifix, and two immenfe 
wax candles in filver ftands ; but only 
thefe objects, and others of white marble 
which caught the light, were diftin- 
guifhable, and no animated being feemed 
to lurk among the general obfcurity that 
enveloped the reft. Edouarda would 
now have entreated him to retire, for 
that night at lead, from a fcarch which 
feemed to be fruitlefs ; but his eagemels 
overcame even his tendernefs and atten- 
tion to her, and he faid that he could 
not be fatisfied unlcfs he dt. fcended into 
the body of the chapel, and even fought 
for the entrance to the vault where the 
remains of his mother were faid to have 
been depofited. " If you will May here a 
moment," faid he, " my dear Edouarda, 
I will go down below. You know not — 
I with you not at this moment to know, 
how many reafons there are, which deter- 
K 5 mine 
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mine me to be convinced once for all 
whether the ambiguous converfation I 
have heard is meant to deceive me, or 
to point out to me my duty." — " Oh, 
no, Henry/' returned Edouarda, " I 
cannot, indeed I cannot, remain here 
alone. My terrors, whether well or ill- 
founded, are ft ill terrors; my fears, which 
are more infupportable becaufe they are 
undefined, would, I am convinced, fo far 
get the better of me, that I might lofe all 
confcioufnefs, ail recollection, and you 
would perhaps find me fenfelefs at your 
return. Henry ! dear Henry ! let me go 
with you. I will not be troublefome ; 
(or, while I am under your immediate 
projection, I can conquer my apprehen- 
iions. Let me go with you!" 

Henry affented to this reafonable re- 
oueft ; befeecbing her, however, to cora- 
pofe herfelf, as fiowly they traverfed 
the gallery to find the flairs which led 
♦*orn it to the chapel below. They 
luade almoft the half circuit towards the 

ft organ, 
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organ, and paffed two doors that opened 
into the gallery, before they reached thefe 
flairs. Edouarda's heart beat quick as 
they foftly ftepped by. She liftened for 
the founds which from that quarter had 
formerly terrified her. All was now 
filent; but Edouarda believing Sir Mor- 
daunt's apartments opened fomewhere 
into this paffage, trembled and faultered 
as fhe paffed. 

At length, by a narrow flairs matted 
like the avenue that led to them, Edou- 
arda, leaning on her brother, yet fhak- 
ing like an afpen leaf, reached the 
ground-floor of the chapel. A few 
benches covered with black baize were 
all the furniture of its area. They ap- 
proached the altar, and at Henry's de- 
fire Edouarda pointed out the place 
where fhe had feen the kneeling phan- 
tom. They gazed on it a moment in- 
filence, and then Falconberg bade his 
fifter lead him the way it had difappeared. 
K6 She 



204 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

She obeyed as well as her recolle£Hon 
of the fite of the chapel as feen from 
above, and the confufion of her fear, 
would give her leave. They approached 
a kind of cloifter, where was a marble 
bafon for holy water, and near it a fmall 
tablet, on which, by holding the candle up 
to it, thefe words were diftinguifhed: 

" Pray for the repofe of the foul of 
Dame Elizabeth Maria (born De Cour- 
cyj, wife of Sir Mordaunt Falconberg, 
Bart, who departed this life on the 29th 
day of November, 1776." 

" And that was my mother,'* faid 
Falconberg; "and I have heard that 
(.he died when I was born, or very foon 
afterwards. Yet, alas ! how many years 
have pa{Ted fince! And is it, can it be 
poflible that — if — if — there were any 
grounds for fuppofing — " 

" What, my dear Henry," inquired 
Edouarda in a faint whifper, " what is 
it thus ihakes you ? You tremble — 

even 
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even more than I do— -Hid ! Did yon 
not hear a noife? Surely there was a 
door opened in the gallery above ?" 

" I heard nothing," faid he, after a 
momentary paufe. " Perhaps it is the 
ivy blown by the wind againft the win- 
dows. But be it what it may, Edou- 
arda, wherefore fhould we fear? Let 
the guilty tremble, we are innocent ; let 
the oppreffor recoil, we are the op- 
prefled. Edouarda," continued he, 
preffing the hand he held, " have you 
courage to go down with me into the 
vaults beneath this place ? I have par- 
ticular reafons for wifhing to examine the 
coffin*plate,on which I fuppofe the name 
of my mother is engraved." 

" Gracious Heaven !" replied his fil- 
ter, " you will not furely attempt it?" 

*' Indeed I will," ani'wered he. 

" Not to-night, however, Henry; not 
to-night, I befeech you. I will not 
Ihrink from any thing you expeft of me 

another 
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another time ; but now, a terror fo ex- 
treme has overcome me, that it is im- 
poffible for me, indeed, to do what you 
wifh : you will fee me drop at your feet." 

" Dear girl!" faid he tenderly: 
' I will not diftrefs you ; but I have 
learned to refolve and to execute; yet I 
will not now prefs it." 

" Oh! do not now, another time I 
fhall have more courage ; and if you 
will tell me the reafonj; that make you 
defire to examine fuch mournful — Ah{ 
foftly — indeed I again heard a noife like 
opening a door. — Suppofe my father — " 

"Father! Mother!" (aid Falconherg 
in a dejeQed way, " all are enveloped 
in the hideous (hades of a fearful myf- 
tery, which I am rcfolved to penetrate, 
though my life be the forfeit ! But come, 
my poor, timid Edouarda, you (hall at 
prefent fufrer no more. We will return 
to your'apartment ; and when you are 
more calra, I will alone explore thefe 

rcelan- 
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melancholy abodes of filence and death, 
where alone my doubts can be refolved." 
Edouarda trembled more and more as 
fhe liftened ; but glad to have prevailed 
upon him to give up for the prefent his 
gloomy purpofe, (lie clung to her bro- 
ther, as, with a firm flep, and apparently 
carelefs whether he was heard or not, he 
went up the flairs. When, however, 
thev came to the turn of the matted ?al- 
lery, which allowed a profpeft of its 
whole extent to the left, and the faint 
light of their- candle gleamed along it, 
they both, and at the fame moment, flop- 
ped, being dartled at a figure which, at 
the diftance of fifty paces from them, 
leaned againft the wall at the other ex- 
tremity. Obfcure as it was, Edouarda 
immediately diflinguifhed it to be the 
fame fhe had feen before the altar. 
Her knees failed her; fhe rather hung 
on her brother's arm than fupported her- 
felf; as he, divided between his ten- 

dernefs 
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dernefs for her and his refolution toin- 
veftigate the fearful myftery, haftened 
forward, fupporting her with one arm, 
while his eyes were riveted on the fhape 
he was approaching, which feemed un- 
able to move from the place where it 
was firft obferved. 

In a fecond they were both before it — 
Edouarda proflrate on the ground, and 
almoft infenfible, while, Henry had al- 
ready taken the hand of the doubtful 
being. It was cold, but it was a living 
hand ; nor was it withdrawn from his 
eager grafp, while he repeated " Lady 
Falconberg ! — Is it not Lady Falcon- 
berg?" 

A wild, faltering, and incoherent an- 
fwer, expreiTed with difficulty, was given 
however in the affirmative. " And 
you are my mother, my injured, per- 
fecuted, calumniated mother!'' cried 
Henry, eagerly embracing the knees of 
the apparent phantom. " You are the 
mother of Edouarda !~*~Oh ! look upon 

your 
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your children; fpeak to your fori, who 

comes demanding jullice, who will refcue 
you from oppreffion, and reftore you to 
life, and to fociety !" 

Lady Falconberg was now become in 
her turn unable to fpeak ; and fhe would 
have fallen, had not her fon fupportedher 
on one fide, while he called upon Edou- 
arda to affift him. " What," faid he, 
" fhall we do ? There is no place where 
fhe can repofe. Perhaps we only come to 
fee her die; and her fon, infteadof being 
her deliverer, may be her murderer." 

Edouarda feeing her mother continue 
in a ftate where only convulfive motions 
teftified fhe yet exifted, looked fearfully 
around her. Nor were the apprehen- 
fions fhe was at that moment confcious 
of unmingled with dread of her father, 
whom fhe figured to herfelf in all the 
terror fhe had heard him defcribed in, 
iurfting from one of the adjoining doors. 
She perceived however a door open not 
far from the place where they flood; there 

was. 
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"was a light within the room, and fud- 
denly (he recollected that it was from 
thence the fighs and moanings had pro- 
ceeded which terrified her fo much in 
her firft expedition. It was probably 
therefore her mother's room, and there 
jfiie might be carried to a bed. This ex- 
pectation, while flie communicated it to 
her brother, gave courage to Edouarda ; 
and leaving to him the care of fupport- 
ing Lady Falconberg, fhe ftepped for- 
ward, and approached the door. It 
opened into a cell rather than a cham- 
ber ; only a fort of wooden bench and 
a table were in it ; but an oppofite 
door belonged to a fecond cell, in which 
there was a fmall bedftead with a mat- 
trefs, exactly fuch as are ufed by rigid 
orders of nuns. Edouarda was con- 
vinced that it was her mother's apart- 
ment, and, returning, affifted her brother 
to bear to it the unrefiftins form of that 
unhappy woman ; who, being placed on 
her bed, (while her fon hung in extreme 

agitation 
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agitation over her, and her daughter, 
chafed her hands and her temples,) 
at length opened her eyes, yet feemcd 
with extreme difficulty, while (he gazed 
on one and on the other, to compre- 
hend what Henry faid to her; then, as 
as if doubting her fenfes, (he held her 
hand to her eyes and her forehead, 
apparently trying to aflemble and dii- 
tinguifh her ideas; again looked ?t her 
children ; murmured fomething of Sir 
Mordaunt and of Golgota ; trembled, 
and looked fearfully towards the door. 
Henry kneeling by her tried to re- 
affure and quiet her. " Wc are at 
length together, my dear mother!" faid 
he *• and nothing (hall again part us." 
Lady Falconberg gazed tenderly at 
him, fhook her head, and fighed. 
" Nay," added he eagerly, " no power 

on earth fhall force me to leave you ; 
and if they deflroy us, it fhall be toge- 
ther." 

" Father Golgota!" faid Lady Falcon- 
berg 
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berg in a faint and internal voice. " Let 
ns fet him at defiance' cried Henry, 
" him and his accurfed crew!" The 
poor woman had been too long fubjected 
to his power, and prejudiced by his arti- 
fice, not to feel a fort of complicated 
fentiment of religious dread mingled 
with fears, for her fon, her daughter, and 
herfelf. The fenfations which prefied 
upon her heart were too much for 
a conllitution long enfeebled by fear 
and confinement, and for intellects 
which, cramped by prejudice and de- 
preffed by fuperftition, had hardly dared 
to tell her there was- any poffible efcape 
from the tyranny (he had almoft from her 
infancy been fubje&ed to. Lady Fal- 
conberg appeared therefore bewildered 
and aftonifhed, not only at the fight of 
her children, whom fhe had never ex- 
pected to fee again, but at the energy 
and animation with which her fon ex- 
horted her to put herfelf wholly into his 
torotefrion. and throw off the cruel and 

ignomi- 
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ignominious yoke, that the mental de- 
rangement, of Sir Mordaunt and the 
ufurped power of the prieirs had fub- 
jecled her to. The influence of thefe 
men had fo interwoven itfelf into all her 
ideas, that to renounce her dependance 
on the blefTed Lady and St. Ann feemed 
io her not more impoffible. There was 
not, however, much time at prefent to 
attempt relieving her by the voice of filial 
tendernefs or di reel; reafon, from all the 
chains which fettered her; for, on the 
chapeKclock tolling one, which echoed 
fullenly along the gallery, Lady Fal- 
conberg exprefled the greateft uneafi- 
nefs ; and though (he feemed unwilling, 
or was perhaps unable, to difclofe the 
immediate caufe of her fears, they evi- 
dently opprefled her fo much, that her 
"children thought they ought immediately 
to relieve her. Edouarda, therefore, 
having done every thing for her com- 
fort that the nature of her fituation 
would admit, and Henry having ex- 
horted 
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horted her to courage, to fecrecv, and 
to refolution, fhe was perfuaded to name 
a time for feeing them the next evening, 
and then they unwillingly and fearfully 
returned to Edouarda's room) where Ra- 
chael, half flupefied by the various ap« 
prehenfions that this long (lay and her 
own Yituation had occafioned, gazed at 
them with aftonifhment as great as if fhe 
had feen them rife difembodied from the 
tombs which fhe imagined (from an ex- 
prtflion young Falconberg had let fall,) 
they had been vifking. Henry was now 
aware of the neceffity of making his re- 
treat, if he hoped to be admitted again ; 
and though he moil ardently defired to 
have a longer conference with Edou- 
arda, yet he checked himfelf, left he 
ihould offend his condudtrefs Rachael, 
on whom alone he could rely for admit- 
tance again. After a fhort converfation 
therefore in Italian with Edouarda, in 
which he conjured her to have fpirit 
and refolution, and bade her recollect the 

additional 
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additional motive they had this evening 
difcovered to exert themfelves, he re- 
luctantly took leave ,- Edouarda Hill 
more relu&antly feeing him depart. She 
knew not whither he went, nor any thing 
more than that he was far from a place 
of fhelter, in a cold and windy night; 
while her heart and head, full of the 
ftrange and affe£ting circumltance that 
had occurred, fhe was afraid to think 
fteadily of what {he had feen. Henry 
Falconberg, who was one year younger 
than Edo'iarda, had been brought up 
under every poffible difadvantage. 
Nurfed in the meagre arms of poverty, 
as a peafant cf the Milanefe, his early 
years had been paffed aim oft in the con- 
dition of afavage ; but it is not always that 
fucha Rate brutalizes the mind ; and the 
mind of young Falconberg was an un- 
common one. Amidlt the mulberry 
avenues and chefnut-groves of his 
adopted country, the heart of the Eng- 
lifh boy had often been dilated by the 

magnificent 
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magnificent fpe&acle of nature* His 
ears were accuftomed to founds of the 
pureft harmony; his eyes, to fcenes of 
unrivalled beauty. At nine years old 
he was no contemptible improvifatore, 
and could repeat with facility and grace 
all the moft celebrated paffages of 
TafTo and Ariofto ; from whence the 
people of Italy, accuftomed to hear 
them from their infancy, acquire that 
facility of poetical termination, which 
appears fo wonderful to the more phleg- 
matic and matter- of- facl natives of the 
north. Young Falconberq, however, 
was favoured by nature with talents of 
greater importance. He had that innate 
ienfe of moral reclitude, pofleiTcd, per- 
haps exclufively, by thofe great minds 
which Heaven fometimes fends to diretl: 
and dignify the affairs of the world. 
JNever, amidft the childifh contentions 
which occurred between him and his 
reputed 'brothers, was Enrico known to 
fubmit to injuflice from the ftronger 

without 
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without manly refiftance, or to compel 
fubmiflion from the inferior by menaces 
or blows. Enrico was fo well known fcru- 
puloufly to adhere to truth, that his fup- 
pofed parents always had recourfe to his 
teftimony, as that on which they could 
depend. And when he was under the 
hard necefTity of becoming a domeftic 
in the convent of Dominicans, nothing 
diflurbed him fo much as being com- 
pelled to acquiefce in what his Ikong 
natural underftanding tol i him, it was 
hnpoflible could be true. Almoft every 
thing he heard, and was obliged to afloat 
to, was in direct contradiction to the 
evidence of his fenfes; and the weight 
of the fetters impofed upon him was 
doubled when he faw the inventors of 
thofe chains for others indulging jn 
voluptuous gratifications, contrary to 
the vows they had taken themfelves 
and fo rigoroufly enforced in regard to 
others. 

Vol. I. I, With 
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With an a&ive though athletic frame, 
great perfonal courage, and that confci- 
oufnefs of acling right which alone gives 
confiftency and value to character, 
Henry Falconberg feemed defigned by 
Heaven for all that is good and great. 
In the eyes of a (ifter, to whom he was 
a firfl and only object, of affection, he 
appeared fomething more than human. 
She fometimes flattered herfelf that he 
■was to reflore her mother to life and 
happinefs ; to relumine the obfcured 
and almoft extinguifhed honours of his 
family; perhaps heal the diflracled mind 
of his father, and reflore him to liberty 
and reafon. Then the ftrange my fiery 
that hung over the defliny of Lady Fal- 
conberg, the power pofTefled by the 
priefts, and the arts fhe knew them to 
be capable of; her father's malady, and 
the gloomy, fierce, and irafcible temper 
which fhe had heard imputed to him 
even before that misfortune befel him, 

were 



THE STORY OF EJDOUARDA. 210, 

were circumftances which her imagina- 
tion combined and multiplied, till they 
feemed to form an infuperable barrier to 
all her hopes, and fhe wifhed to efcape 
with her brother to fome obfcure retire- 
ment, rather than brave fuch difficulties. 
But then the image of her newly found 
mother, abandoned again to folitude ani 
tears, or, what was worfe, to the tyranny 
of the Monks an J the caprices of a lu- 
natic, made her forget every thkg that 
related to herfelf, and anxioufly return 
to thofe fanguine hopes and expeGa- 
tions which the manly and affe&ionate 
character of Henry had raifed. 

After a (leeplefs and anixous night, a 
dark, and tempeftuous morning was 
hailed by the fatigued and haraffed- 
Edouarda with more folicitude than fhe 
had ever felt ;>t the break of day before. 
Yet, as the ftorm increafed, and the 
rain was driven with extreme violence 
againft the old cafements, menacing to 
(bake jhem^from their mofs-grown 
L 2 frames, 
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frames, Edouarda thought of her bro- 
ther waiting in his clay cottage on the 
wold for the approach of evening, when 
perhaps he might be under the neceffity 
of facing the tempeft to reach the houfe 
of his father, where, clandeftinely re- 
ceived, peril only awaited him. 

Though many hours muft neceffarily 
intervene before he was likely to ap- 
proach, Edouarda could not help fre- 
quently watching at the window, as if 
there was an immediate opportunity of 
feeing him. In one of thefe observa- 
tions, when the violence of the wind had 
torn away a great part of the roof from 
the building oppofite, Edouarda, looking 
over the low cloifter into the park, faw 
an horfeman, in figure not unlike her 
brother, pafs at fome diftance. His 
hat was flapped quite down, as if to 
keep it from being carried away by 
the wind, and a dark furtout was wrap- 
ped round him. He appeared uncertain 
where to find an entrance that led to the 

offices, 
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offices, and rode twice or thrice back- 
wards and forwards between the trees; 
while his horfe, hardly able to keep his 
feet again It the fury of the guft, was 
fometimes evidently unwilling to pro- 
ceed, and at others hurried in that di- 
rection by which he could beft efcape 
the wind. At length both the horfe and 
his rider difappeared, and left Edou- 
arda full of conjectures, and of appre- 
henfions which fhe had no means of ap- 
pearing. Thefe uneafy fenfations, point- 
ing continually towards the fafety of 
her brother, were extremely increafed, 
when Rachael, who came to bring her 
din-ner, informed her that fomethinghad 
happened, (lie knew not what, which 
had more than ever agitated the troubled 
temper of Sir Mordaunt, who, as fhe 
accidentally learned from Mrs. Gour- 
nay, had been feized in confequence 
with one of his moft' paffionate fits of 
raving and violence. 

L 3 Edou- 
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Edouarda inquired eagerly the parti- 
culars, when Rachael faid, <; Oh ! Mifs, 
all as I e'^er learns is by odds and ends, 
as 'twere. Mrs. Gournay was in a fad 
quondary jvift now, as fhe came out 
from Sir Mordaunt's room, and faid me 
was furprifed how Father Galezza could 
think of flaying paft his time, as if no- 
thing was the matter. Why, lauk, Mrs. 
Gournay, fays I, what is the matter ?So, 
fays fhe, Matter enough, though I fha'n't 
fatisfy nobody's curojity, fays fhe; but, 
fays fhe, Father Galezza nor nobody 
elfe can expecl of me or Mr. Camus 
either, to go on in this here kind of a 
way. Let us be paid ever fo well, that 
is no reafon why we mould be ever now 
and then in danger of our lives." 

" My poor unhappy father!" fig'ned 
Edouarda, " furely under fuch an af- 
fliction it is to your own family only that 
you ought to be entrufled. Is no per- 
fon employed," added fhe, addrefling 

herfelf 
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herfelf to Rachael, " is no proper man 
engaged to be conftantly" with my fa- 
ther? 5 ' 

" There's only a flranger now," faid 
Rachael, " when neither of our gentle- 
men is in the way."—" Whom do you 
mean," afked Edouarda, " by the gen- 
tlemen ?" — " Why, the reverend fathers, 
Golgota and Galezza. They never ufed 
to leave Sir Mordaunt fo much to him- 
felf as they have done of late. But Mrs. 
Gournay has fent for them ; and I fup- 
pofe one or t'other of them will be here 
to-night." — " And perhaps," faid Edou- 
arda, " exactly at a time when they may 
difcover or intercept my brother." 

Rachael, to whom her original dread 
of the power of the priefts frequently 
returned, promifed however more than 
her former caution, and young Falcon- 
berg was introduced to his watchful 
timid fifter, without any appearance of 
his having hazarded, more than on the 
L 4 preceding 



•224 Tt - E SOLITARY WANDERER. 

preceding evening, the detection the 
dreaded. 

As foon as Rachael left them, Edou- 
arda began to relate to her brother what 
/he had heard of Sir Mordaunt's in- 
ereafed irritability. " And why,'' faid 
ihe, " deareft Henry ! why would you 
rifk what you did to-day ?— Oh ! you 
know no: the terror you occafioned me." 
Young Falconberg clerked her to ex- 
plain herfelf. " You were for a con- 
liderable tune on horfeback in the park, 
within fight of all the weft windows of 
the houfe." — "Dear Edouarda I" re- 
plied Falconberg, " you are certainly 
miftaken ; I have not even on foot left 
my concealment in the cottage till the 
dufk of the evening." — " Then," re- 
plied fhe, " it mult have been fome 
traveller; a fight fo unufual at any time 
near this houfe, and fo particularly 
ftrange amid fuch a tempeft as has raged 
to-day, that it might well excite my 

wonder, 
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wonder, though perhaps it ought not to 
have occafioned my fear." Falconberg 
anfwered, that it was probably fome per- 
fon c rolling the country who had miffed 
his way, and, having from the high 
grounds diltinguifhed the houfe, had 
approached it to folicit fiielter againft. 
the ftorm, but was afterwards deterred 
by the gloomy and inhofpitable appear- 
ance of the building. 

With this folution, which was very- 
likely to be the true one, they difmifre4 
the inquiry from their minds, and, with 
every precaution which former experi- 
ence had directed, glided through the 
rooms to the gallery where their mother 
expected them. 

They found Lady Falconberg much 
calmer than from the ltate they left her 
in the preceding evening they had dared 
to hope. She looked at them, however, 
alternately with aftonilhment and ten- 
dernefs ; and while her heart bore tefti- 
E&pny to the reality of her children's 
L 5 prefence^ 
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prefence. (lie appeared unable to com- 
prehend how they had been brought thi- 
ther, and to gaze upon them with as 
much wonder as if fhe knew thev had 
arifen from the grave. 

Her fon perceived what paffed in her 
thoughts ; he wifhed to familiarife her 
by degrees with images which mud be 
of too painful a nature to prefent fud- 
denly to her mind. He fpoke to her 
therefore with the moft foothing affec- 
tion, and endeavoured to accuftom her 
to trace the events which had preceded 
her prefent fituation ; becaufe he was 
ienfible, that me would then be able to 
relate to him all thofe circumftances on 
which her fate, his own, and that of 
Edouarda had depended. 

But it was not till after three confer- 
ences that Lady Falconberg could fo far 
conquer the timidity with which violence 
and fuperftition had united to palfy her 
mind, as to be able to comply with the 
requefl of her children. She then,, hav- 
ing 
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ing firfl taken many precautions, the 
exa6l meaning of which they did not 
underftand, agreed to venture into the 
room now inhabited by Edouarda. The 
feveral doors, however, which led from 
thence to her o vn apartment in the 
gallery, (he defired might remain open. 
Henry Falconberg and his filler, not 
doubting but (he had very fufficient 
reafohs for what (lie defired, agreed to it 
implicitly ; and though, when (lie firfl 
entered the rooms where (lie had not 
been for many years, fome painful recol- 
lections appeared to conquer the little 
fortitude Hie had been able to colleci, 
yet the tender foothing voice of her re- 
ftored children, their affectionate en- 
deavours now united for her comfort, 
awakened in her heart that hope which 
long feemed to have been faded and 
withered for ever; and with one of 
thefe beloved objects, who gave new 
value to her exiftence, on either fide of 
L 6 her. 
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her, die at length collected voice and 
fpirits to enter on the following narra- 
tive : 

" Nearly as we are connected with 
each other, you do not perhaps, my 
children, even know the maiden name 
of your mother. I muft go a little back, 
to give you an idea of the family to 
which I belonged, and the caufes that 
combined to make me the wife of Sir 
Mordaunt Falconberg. 

" Their names are now perhaps oblite- 
rated from the recollection of their 
country, Ireland, where my anceftors, 
adhering to the caufe of James the Se- 
cond, loft all their property, except a 
few perfonals, which ferved to fupport 
them in France; there, like the few who 
yet furvive, I mould have been natu- 
ralized, but that a fifter of my father, 
who was married to an Englifhman of 
high rank, took me with her to England 
at four years old, and confidered me as 
her child. But on the death of her huf- 
2 hand, 
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band, who left her a widow at eight-and- 
twenty, her former mode of life, and 
the opulence fhe could on a confider- 
able jointure enjoy in Italy, combined 
to induce her to refide altogether in that 
country ; where, among other English- 
men who vifited her, fhe became ac- 
quainted with Sir Mordaunt Falconberg. 
" What were the habits and character 
of his mind I had no opportunity of 
judging. He was fo many years older 
than I was, that his having any intention 
of making me his wife never even oc- 
curred to me j when my aunt took me 
from the convent where I ufually re- 
fided, and informed me that I was on the 
following week to be married to Sir 
Mordaunt. She gave me no time to 
anfwer her ; but enumerating the ad- 
vantages of fuch an alliance, and fetting 
on the other fide the deftitute condition 
in which I mould be left in cafe of her 
death, fhe bade me receive Sir Mor- 
daunt with the attention and gratitude 

his 
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his generous preference deferved. I 
was thunderftruck by an order fo unex- 
pected. I wept bitterly ; but I was 

wholly dependant on Lady M . I 

had not in the world any other friend ; 
and ! had never had a will of my own, 
or ventured to imagine it was poffible 
that I could have one. 

" I was married then to Sir Mor- 
daunt, being then hardly fixteen, and 
having never feen more of the world 
than what appeared at the conversations 

of Lady M , at which I had fome- 

times been allowed to be prefect. My 
confeffor, who had the fole guid- 
ance of my mind, was affiduous in i"m- 
preffing it with a fenfe of my own hap- 
pinefs, in being married to fo good and 
fo rich a man as Sir Mordaunt. I en- 
deavoured to believe I was happy, and 
after the birth of your brother I really 
thought myfelf fo. The gloomy temper 
of Sir Mordaunt feemed cheered, and 
the afperities of his nature foftenedj by 

the 
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the fight of his fon ; and" when it was 
neceflary, on account of the large 
property he poflefTed in England, that 
he (hould return thither, I felt not the 
repugnance which but for that dear 
infant I fhould certainly have experi- 
enced in leaving my aunt, almoft the 
only friend I had ever known, the few 
perfons I had been accuftomed to fee, 
and Italy, which was to me a native 
country. Great pains, however, were 
taken to prevail upon me to fiifle every 
fymptom of difcontent ; and I was footh- 
sd with reprefentations of the power 
and confequence I fhould enjoy in 
England, and ftill oftener was bid to 
confider how much my alliance with a 
man of Sir Mordaunt Falconberg's for- 
tune would fupport the religion of my 
anceftors, depreffed and languifhing as 
it was in that country. 'When, however, 
our fuite was to be formed, Sir Mor- 
daunt objected to much of the expence 
and parade propofed by my aunt j and 
J ;; our 
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our Italian attendants were limited to a 
confefiTor named Boccapatelino, and a 
young man whom he called his ne- 
phew, and who was, I have lince been 
informed, defcended from a Roman fa- 
mily that derives its origin from the m oft 
celebrated heroes of the ancient republic. 
He had ftudied the fcience of painting 
at Rome and Florence, and was no un- 
fuccefsful pupil of the flrft mailers. His 
{kill in mufic and in architecture was- 
hardly inferior; and to a very fine per- 
fon he added manners uncommonly cap- 
tivating. Yes, my children, I can do 
juftice to the extraordinary qualifica- 
tions of this young gentleman, becaufe 
my heart never fek in regard to him 
any fentiment at which I need blufh — 
though we have all been viclims of the 
ftrange fatality, which induced Sir Mor~ 
daunt to confent that with Boccapatelino 
he mould accompany us to England. 

i( It was not furpriling, that during a 
voyage relu&antly taken in the gloom 

of 
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of autumn, and to a country quite new 
to me, I mould find a refource asainft 
the variable but never cheerful or plea- 
fant temper of Sir Mordaunt, in the fo- 
ciety of the two Italians. Boccapateiino 
had gained fo great an afcendancy over 
him, that it was rather himfelf than Sir 
Mordaunt who dire£led every thing : 
yet Sir Mordaunt often teafed me with 
fudden fits of ill-humour, when I could 
not guefs what had excited it. I was 
not unfrequently terrified by feeing him 
fink into fuch black and morbid melan- 
choly, as mud be wimefTed to be de- 
fcribed, while all the endeavours of Boc- 
capateiino were addrefTed to prevent my 
fuffering from it j and Bireno Salviati, 
by the moft friendly attention to Sir 
Mordaunt, and by trying every poffible 
means to amufe him, often faved me 
from fcenes of caufelefs ill-humour, 
which it was indeed difficult enough for 
me to bear, even before we reached this 
melancholy manfion. 

" Here 
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" Here we found a fupernnuated Car- 
thufian Monk, an Irifhman by birth, who 
had been prieft and confeffor to the Fal- 
conberg family in the life-time of Sir 
Mordaunt's father, and who had managed 
all his concerns during his long abfence. 
Father O'Halloran was not yet old 
enough to be willing to relinquish 
power he had fo long poffeffed. He 
law the new comers with great diffatis- 
faftion ; but Boccapatelino was fo able 
in the art of turning every occurrence 
to his own advantage, and knew fo well 
the avenues to Sir Mordaunt's heart, that 
O'Halloran was compelled at firft to yield 
to his afcendancy. But if the Italian 
prieft himfelf was an obje£l hateful to 
this ancient inhabitant of Palfgrave, his 
reputed nephew was much more fo. Yet 
Salviati was not always a refident with 
us ; he frequently made excurfions to 
London for the cultivation of the art he 
profeffed, and often was invited to the 
houfes of noblemen who had collec- 
tions 
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tions of pictures, or who delighted in 
the art he ftudied. Can it, my chil- 
dren, be a matter of wonder, that when 
this young man returned, his prefence 
feemed for a while to illuminate the 
gloomy folitude in which I was con- 
demned to linger out mv days? He had 
been in that world which I was not per- 
mitted to enter ; he had converfed with 
beings who knew how to enjoy and how 
to enliven exiftence ; and he feemed to 
take a pleafure in beguiling thofe te- 
dious hours of folitude and feclufion 
which neither friendship nor love on 
the part of Sir Mordaunt enabled me 
to fupport. I faw not, however, any 
thing in the manner of my hufband that 
could make me think this a dangerous 
indulgence, till a little while after your 
birth, my dear Edouarda. I Had been 
long ill ; was weak in mind as well as 
body : Sir Mordaunt was almoft perpe- 
tually fluctuating between ftarts of un- 
accountable paffion and a fullen and 

gloomy 
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gloomy referve, even more horrible than 
thofe paroxyfms. Boccapatelino him- 
felf appeared to have lefs influence over 
him, and O'Halloran to have acquired 
what the other had loft. 

" One day when the return of Salviati, 
who had been long abfent, was fuddenly 
announced to me as I was fitting with Sir 
Mordaant, there was perhaps too much 
pleaf-jre mingled with my furprife ; and 
it is pollible that Salviati, who had cer- 
tainly an affection for me, though I 
thought it only fuch as he might have 
felt for a relation, fhewed in his counte- 
nance and manner his concern at find- 
ing me fo ill as I undoubtedly appeared 
to be. Whatever was the caufe, I then 
firft obferved, and obferved with incon- 
ceivable alarm, that Sir Mordauat was 
jealous ; for he remarked to me, with an 
expreffion on his features I fhall never 
forget, that all my complaints feemed to 
difappear before the fafcinating powers 
of amufement poffeffed by Signor Sal- 
viati, 
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viati. I had no courage to anfwer, for 
the accufation was indeed true ; though 
furely it was at an immeafurable dis- 
tance from guilt. From that time, how- 
ever, every circumftance added to his 
fufpicions. He appeared to feed with 
ftrange avidity on the gall he thus laid 
up for himfelf. Boccapatelino either 
was recalled to Italy, or pretended to be 
fo, to have an excufe for quitting a poll 
which probably in no way had anfwered 
his expectations. Salviati was at the 
fame time to take of us an eternal adieu. 
I will not fav that I did not think of the 
period with regret : it certainly was very 
painful to me : my fpirits were very 
low : I found myfelf likely to become a 
third time a mother, by a man whofe 
harfhnefs of temper grew every day more 
intolerable ; and now I was to lofe the 
little alleviation I yet had, in the fociety 
of two men to whom I had long been 
aecultomed, and to one of whom I could 
relate my forrows ; while die friendfhip 

and 



238 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

and brotherly tendernefs of the other had 
formed my only confolation. My pre- 
fent ftate was unknown to Sir Mor- 
daunt : I had an invincible repugnance 
to name it to him. The Italians departed; 
and Sir Mordaunt took that opportunity 
of going alfo as far as London, where 
he had fome affairs to fettle that had 
long demanded his prefence, but which 
he had delayed, as I now found, becaufe 
he could not determine to leave the 
houfe while Salviati was in it. I was con- 
figned to the care of O'Halloran, who 
could not concea 1 his joy at the difap- 
pearancc of the Italians; and I perceived 
that he beheld with malicious pleafure 
my ineffectual attempts to appear un- 
concerned, and feemed to watch me 
with an attention which had in it more 
of malignity than kindnefs. 

" My feeble fpirits funk, between the 
drearinefs of '-.y fituation and the op- 
preffive vigilance of this man. Yet fo- 
litude, however mournful, was infinitely 

prefer- 
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preferable to his company, which I cer- 
tainly took every means in my power to 
avoid by complaining of illnefs; and in- 
deed I was in doing fo but little of an 
hypocrite. 

<c But my endeavours to efcape his 
obfervation only irritated his delire to 
aft as a fpy upon whatever I did; and 
my ill fate precipitated me into a ruin as 
little forefeen as it was deferved. 

" The evenings were long, dark, and 
cold. I had, however, accullomed my- 
felf to walk late when there was no rain, 
under pretence that I breathed better 
in the air. My real reafon was, that 
Father O'Halloran, who was very old and 
infirm, always molefted me lefs without 
than within the houfe. He was very 
much difcontented at this arrangement, 
and, as the winter advanced, remon- 
flrated againfl thefe evening walks in a 
tone which all my habitual fubmiffion 
did not enable me to liften to, without a 
retort fuch as the Father had never re- 
ceived 
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ceived from me. This inflamed all his 
angry and malignant paffions; and he 
produced an order, which he had hitherto 
kept concealed, by which Sir Mordaunt 
authorifed him to dire6t and reftrain 
every perfon in the houfe, ' v,'ithout 
excepting Lady Falconberg.' Such 
were the commands of Sir Mordaunt, 
and to fuch I was compelled to fubmit. 

" But I had ftill a refource in a gallery 
where probably you have never been. 
It runs along the whole exterior of the 
houfe from eaft to welt ; and when the 
remoteft end of the building, now long 
deferted, was inhabited, it ferved as a 
communication between the two extre- 
mities. There were in it feveral pic- 
tures, valuable only for their antiquity, 
and many of them entirely defaced. But 
Salviati, during his occauona! refidence 
in the houfe, had made (ketches of fome 
of them which illustrated particular cir- 
cumltances of hiftory ; and though I 
had often laughed at the abfurd and 

grotefque 
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grotefque figures of which he took fo 
much pains to preferve the memory, yet 
which were certainly extremely unlike 
the Grecian models he had ftudied in 
his native country j he had always af- 
fured me that certain antiquaries in Lon- 
don, whofe names I have forgotten, had 
paid him liberally for thofe he had al- 
ready done, and v.ifhed to have all that 
could yet be made out, if his time had 
allowed, and Sir Mordaunt would have 
permitted it. 

" To this gallery, where I knew it was 
too cold for O'Halloran to accompany 
me in my evening walk, I now reforted : 
my maid, who was much attached to me, 
was not forry to have the few cheerful 
moments (lie could eniov in the fer- 
yams' hall prolonged ; and when I had 
difmiffed her to her dinner, I began 
my melancholy evening contemplations 
alone. 

" At this feafon the day foon declined, 
and I frequently made feveral turns in 

Vol. I. M this 
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this old gloomy room, when very little 
light was difcernible. I entered it one 
vening later than ufual, and never had 
my fpirits been more depreffed. There 
was a moon, but her rays were often in- 
tercepted by the heavy clouds of a 
ftormy fky driven over her by the wind ; 
the weather and the place were well 
fitted to the defponding Hate of my 
mind. It was a night when the dead 
might be fuppofed to be abroad. I was 
wretched ; I thought my two children 
would perhaps be at fome time or other 
as miferable as I was then. Sir Mor- 
daunt's unhappy difpofnion never ap- 
peared to me more entirely deftruttive 
of the happinefs of all who belonged to 
him, and I wifhed that I and my two in- 
fants were all at peace in the fame grave. 
" Loft in fuch overwhelming thoughts, 
I had traverfed nearly the length of the 
gallery, when fomcthing fecmed to ftir 
near me; and by the light of the moon, 
which at that moment ftreamed through 

an 
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an oppofite window, I faw the figure of 
a man on his knees. It feemed to be 
Salviati ; I darted and half fhrieked ; 
he advanced and took my hand, conjur- 
ing me not to be alarmed — It was Sal- 
viati himfelf! 

" I have no clear recolle&ion of what I 
faid to him ; I only know that he ear- 
neftly implored me to compofe myfelf 
and hear him ; and then entreated me to 
believe, that whatever might be his fen- 
timents in regard to me, nothing in the 
world mould have induced him to vio- 
late by thus intruding upon me the re- 
fpeft he owed me, but the conviction of 
my unhappincfs, and his dread of what 
the perfons into whofe hands I had 
fallen mi^ht defign againft me. ' I 
am going lo Italy, dcarefl: Lady Falcon- 
berg,' faid he; * I am going to bid an 
everlafting farewell to England. Let 
me have the confolation of believing I 
Can be ferviceable to you, I fhall then 
vcfolutcly endure whatever I may myfelf 
M 2 fuflfer : 
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fuffer: allow me to relate to your Italian 
friends the harfhnefs with which you are 
treated. Surely they might do fome- 
thing to ameliorate a defiiny fo cruel and 
fo little merited.' 

li I endeavoured to reply by conjur- 
ing Salviati to leave me to my fate; 
when O'Hailoran, with lights and two or 
three of the fervants, appeared at the 
door of the gallery, which was violently 
forced open. All was fo dreadful yet 
fo inftantaneous, that I only remember 
the countenance of the Monk, and that 
Salviati caught me as I was falling. To- 
tal oblivion then enwrapt my fenfes. 
Oh ! would it had lafted for ever ! When 
I returned to the miferies of recol- 
leBion, I found myfeif on my bed, Ellen 
my maid weeping by me, and exclaim- 
ing that I was dead I raifed myfeif, 
and, eagerly taking her hands, implored 
her to tell me what had happened. The 
poor girl replied, that Mr. Salviati had 
forced himfelf away from the perfons 

who 
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who had attempted to make him a pri- 
foner, and was gone ; but that Father 
O'Halloran had fent off an exprefs to 
London to Sir Mordaunt, and that the 
whole houfe was in great confirmation. 
Innocent as I was, and void of all inten- 
tional offence, I felt as if I had been guilty 
of a crime which would involve the unfor- 
tunate Salviati in my ruin. I tried to ac- 
quire courage to fpeak to O'Halloran; it 
was poflible he might hear and believe 
me: butherefufed to attend my fummons, 
and fent me an harfh meffage, that what 
I had denied or withheld in confeflion, 
of the confequcnce of which he had 
often warned me, it was now too late to 
communicate. Oh, my children! how 
{hall I defcribe the mifery in which I 
pafled the time between that night of 
alarm and the expecled arrival of Sir Mor- 
daunt — Sir Mordaunt, whom, even in his 
calmed moments, I could never prevail 
upon myfelf to confider without fuch a de- 
M 3 gree 
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of fear as was quite incompatible with 
confidence and love! A thoufand times 
during this dreadful interval I wifhed to 
die ; my confcier.ee accufed me of no 
crime ; and even if I had been fenfible 
of a greater degree of regard for Sal- 
viati than I really felt, that would have 
been rather a misfortune to myfelf than 
an injury toothers; fmce it had led to no 
violation of my duty towards Sir Mor- 
daunr, and it was not my fault, that at an 
early age, and merely to gratify my fa- 
mily, I had been made over as the abfo- 
lute property of a man whom it was im- 
poffible for me to love or efteem. 

" Thefe reflections were far, however, 
from appeafing the terrors that oppreffed 
me ; and in you, my Edouat da, and your 
elder brother, in your innocent careffes 
and infantine vivacity, I was not permit- 
ted to feek for even a tranfient alleviation 
of my forrows ; for Father O'Hallorau 
would not fuffer me to fee you. I wept, 

implore, 
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implored, and remonflrated in vain ; 
the fervants dared not difobey him, and 
I was a prifoner rcftriftcd from even 
the fight of my own children. 

" Alas! the meafure of my mifery was 
yet to be filled. Never fhall I forget 
the deadly fear which fdzed me, when I 
heard the found of thofe wheels enter 
the court-yard, which I knew brought 
my uninjured but inexorable hufband ! 
My poor maid, unable to fpeak comfort, 
ftood trembling by me, wiping the cold 
dew from my face, and applying falts, 
which were infufficient to keep me 
from fainting ; after a dreadful hour of 
fufpenfe, I heard Sir Mordaunt's voice, 
Sir Mordaunt's flep on the flairs. The 
door opened, and I funk wholly infen- 
fible into the arms of my woman ; but 
the appearance of death itfelf did not 
foften my inhuman perfecutors, and I 
was carried in that date into a kind of 
cemetery beyond the chapel, not indeed 
under ground, but a damp fepulchral 
M 4 vaulted 
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vaulted room; and Sir Mordaunt de- 
clared to my weeping fervant, that there 
I fhouLd fmifh my guilty and miferable 
life, I opened my eyes as he pronounced 
in a voice of thunder this barbarous fen- 
tence; but the horrible countenance 1 
faw made me again clofe them — oh ! how 
ardently did I hope for ever! But that 
would have been too mild a fate for me. 
lf I again revived, awakened from this 
trance by the fbrieks of my maid, whom 
they endeavoured to force away ; and 
recovering fuddenly foroe degree of 
courage, I befought Sir Mordaunt to 
confider what he was about ; protefted 
my innocence ; menaced him with the 
refentment of my friends; and, to excite 
his compaffion, declared that I was three 
months advanced in my third pregnancy. 
Ah! how fadly I mi [look the man on 
whofe mercy I depended, whofe pity I 
tried to excite ! He knew I had no 
friends, who, if they could, would pro- 
tect me from his violence; he aifecled 

to 
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to confider my condition as a new and 
undoubted proof of mv guilt; and with 
a malignant grin, at the recollection of 
which my blood even now runs cold, 
dalned me from him, uttering at the 
fame time a fentence too grofs to be re- 
peated, and, furioufly feizing my faithful 
Ellen by the arm, dragged her half in- 
fenfible away, while the door was clofed 
by the united force of Sir Mordaunt 
and the people who attended him, re- 
gardlefs of the rift they ran of crufhing 
my hands as I endeavoured flill to cling 
to Ellen, the only perfon who feemed to 
pity me ; and at length quite exhauftcd, 
I funk back on the damp floor of my 
dunseoii. The iron-ninled door was 
clofed upon me, as I thought for ever, 
and terror once more gave me a tran- 
fient refpite from the fenfe of mifery. 

" Rut even with the relief of forgetful- 

nefs I was not long indulged. Again 

my eyes opened ; again my fenfes were 

alive to the wretched confeioufnefs of 

M 5 -exiftence. 
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exiftence. I looked wildly around me. 
A lamp was burning on a (lone-table, 
above whicb hung a crucifix ; and near 
the lamp was an human fkull, which 
I fancied had recently been reduced 
to flefhlefs ftate. A pitcher of water, 
a piece of bread, a mattrefs on the 
floor with two or three blankets fpread 
upon it, comprifed all the reft of the t 
furniture of this hideous abode, where I 
now believed it certain that I fhould 
end my unfortunate life ; and I know 
not whether in that dreadful moment 
the idea of being releafed for ever from 
the fight of Sir Mordaunt, did not ap- 
pear to make me amends for a lingering 
and folitary death, brought on by the 
acute fufferings of famine. Such was 
my abhorrence of his injuftice and cru- 
elty, that I am fure I fhould at that in- 
llant have met death with joy, if life, 
expofed even to the difguft of feeing 
him, had been the only alternative. ' 
41 But my punifhrnent for an imputed 
3. crime 
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crime was not fo foon to end ; yet af- 
furedly it was innocence alone that pre- 
vented my finking under fuch a weight 
of mifery. I had not deferved the cru- 
elty thus inflifted upon me : I dared 
appeal to that Heaven, whofe fun, whofe 
ftars I thought I fhould never more be*- 
hold, to witr.efs, that though I never 
had loved Sir Mordaunt I had never 
wronged him. My life, ever fince I 
had become his property, had not been 
happy enough to make me defirous that 
it fhould be prolonged ; yet towards you, 
my children, though my cruel perfecu- 
tor was your father, my heart melted 
with tendernefs; and I even felt affec- 
tion for the unfortunate infant which 
was, I believed, doomed to perifh un- 
born with its defolate and mod unhappy 
mother ! 

<; Such reflections brought tears to 
my relief; and exceffive fatigue and agi- 
tation, together perhaps with my per- 
M 6 fonal 
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fonal fituation, counteracted all the ter- 
rors which furrounded me ; I flepc 
wrapped in the blankets that had been 
left for me — and flept, as 1 believe, even 
till morning. But no ray of light en- 
tered my dungeon ; no cheerful founds 
announcing the return of day were 
heard within it: the lamp feemed to be 
nearly expiring ; its wavering rays now 
ilaflied faintly on the dreary walls, on 
the table and its melancholy furniture i 
and now feemed finking quite away, 
and likely to leave me in utter darknefs. 
Then my feeble heart funk cold and 
hopelefs within me. The fear of the 
dreadful death to which 1 was con- 
demned hung heavily upon me; and. 
fuddenly occurred to me a (lory I had 
been readingin an old French book * 5 
which with fome others yet lay about 
what had once been a library in the 
houfe, and I fancied the fkull I faw 

* Queen of NavariVs Tales. 

was 
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was that of the unfortunate Salviati, and 
that he had fallen a vi&im to' the jealous 
fury of Sir Mordaunt. 

" I became fick as I recalled all the 
circumftances of the flory to which I 
now believed my own was to be a coun- 
terpart; and finking on my bed I co- 
vered my eyes, and thought I could re- 
iolve never to open them more. 

" Oh ! how did memory, ingenious 
in tormenting me, now carry me back 
to thofe happy days that I had pafled in 
Italy ! Pardon me, natives of England, 
juftly celebrated for many virtues — ■ 
pardon me, if I now thought with ab- 
horrence of your ifland and its in- 
habitants, and curfed in bitternefs of 
heart the hour when, leaving my Italian 
home, I was fold to one of your rich 
proprietors. But my regrets, my exe- 
crations, my proteftations of inno- 
cence, were all in vain. Hours paffed 
away ; my lamp was totally extin- 
guished; I could no longer difcern 
either the fearful obje£t that had re- 
newed 
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newed my terrors, or the provifion that 
had been left me, which however I had 
no inclination to touch. I imagined 
it mud be nearly night again, and 
that it was certain I was left to linger 
out my miferable life in this cavern 
without farther notice or pity. 

" -At length, after many many long 
hours of dreadful fufpenfe, I thought I 
heard a noife without the door; yet 
dread of perceiving the countenance of 
Sir Mordaunt, diftorted as it had been 
the preceding day with malignant re- 
venge, gave me infinitely more appre- 
henfion than the expectation of relief 
afforded me fatisfaBion. As the eye, 
howeveris always inflinftivcly turned to- 
wards what it fear?, I gazed eagerly on 
the door, which I heard flowly unbarred 
and unlocked on the other fide. I dared 
not breathe ; I dared not fleadily look 
on the perfon that entered. My fear 
of Sir Mordaunt, fuch as I had feen him 
the preceding night, was greater than 
my dread of death 5 but it was not Sir 

Mor- 
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Mordaunt who entered, it was Father 
O'Halloran, and behind him appeared a 
woman. 1 hoped it might have been my 
faithful Ellen ; but it was a ftranger, of 
an harfh, meagre and unpleafant counte- 
nance, whom I had never feen before. 

The Father began to exhort me to 
confeffion and repentance. I fummoned 
my courage, (alas! it was but little I 
eould at any time mufler,) and exhorted 
him to humanity and charity. Confef- 
fion, fave fuch as he had been in con- 
ftant habits of hearing from me, I had 
none to make ; and while he fpoke to 
me of Salviati, I allured him with the 
mod folemn affeverations that I knew not 
why he had returned to Palfgrave, and 
that never had he violated the refpeft 
he owed me as the wife of Sir Mordaunt 
Falconberg. My proteftations were ufe- 
lefs. The prielt allured me, in a voice 
which founded as if deftined to decree my 
death, that Sir Mordaunt would execute 
againlt us both the moft exemplary ven- 
geance, 
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geance, if I perfifted in refufing to avow 
the truth, and to own that the child I 
had acknowledged I went with, as well 
as my infant daughter, were the offspring 
of Salviati. The wickednefs of this 
new charge almoft overcame me. I»re- 
pelled it, however, with the courage that 
Truth alone could have lent me. I de- 
clared to Father O'Halloran, that I was 
ready to die; but I would neither be 
terrified into accufing unjuftly an inno- 
cent peifon, or illegitimating, while I fo 
ftiatnefully belied my own honour, the 
children Sir Mordaunt was bound to 
proteft. c One/ faid I, weeping bit- 
terly, (for tears now came to my relief,) 
' one will probably never fee the light, 
it will perifh with Us unhappy mother! 
But what has my little Edouarda done? 
what crime has that fweet innocent crea- 
ture committed, that her father would 
throw her from his bofom to poverty, 

contempt, and infamy ?' To talk to 

prejudice, to remonftrate with malignant 

prepof- 
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prepofTeffion, is very bootlefs. Father 
O'Halloran, far from believing me, af- 
fefted to confider the denial of my guilt 
as a confiderable aggravation of it. He 
left the room more irritated again ft me 
than when he had entered it, and I found 
myfelf alone with the woman. 

"?Shenow triedothermeans: informed 
me, amidft many hypocritical exprefilons, 
that nothing was fo likely to appeafe 
Sir Mordaunt as an avowal of my guilt ; 
and that he was as much (hocked at my 
wicked omiffion at the confeffional, as at 
the injury done to himfelf. She con- 
jured me therefore to declare and r;pcnt 
my tranfgreffions, as the only probable 
means of efcaping the mifery I fhould 
otherwife be condemned to. I anfwered, 
that where there was no crime, the ac- 
knowledging one would be itfelf the 
greateft breach of moraliiy and religion, 
and that I was prepared to meet every 
thing Sir Mordaunt might inflict, rather 
than criminate myfelf. I afked who (he 

was. 
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was, and to what was owing her interfer- 
ence : but fhe declined anfwering my in- 
quiries; and having produced a few necef- 
faries, and taken from without the door, 
where it had been left by fome other 
perfon, food enough for the day, fhe 
left me, ftrengthened in* my resolution 
to die where 1 was, rather than utter a 
falfehood derogatory to my own honour 
and to truth. The fame fcene pafled 
every day for about a month between 
me and this woman, who waSi I found, 
a relation of O'Halloran's. The Father 
himfelf was fometimes pleafed to vifn 
me; but he refufed to hear my confeffion, 
under pretence than I fumed by referv- 
ation every time I made it. I know 
not what was this man's motive for his 
cruel perfecution, fince he had gained 
his point of expelling the Italian inmates 
of the houfe, and was now in poflcffion of 
Sir Mordaunt's confidence, as well as of 
the direction of his conference. How 
long I had remained in the dungeon to 

which 
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which I was thus confined, I know net 
exactly, for I had no means of comput- 
ing time ; but I have fince found it was 
near three months, when to my fur- 
prife, my own maid entered the place 
one day inflead of Mrs. O'Crai, and 
told me that Father O'Halloran was fud- 
denly dead, and fhe was fure I might he 
releaied from my cruel and unjuit im- 
prisonment, if I could fee Sir Mor- 
daunt before he fell again under the do- 
minion of fome perfon whofe intereft it 
was to keep him at enmity with me, and 
in fubjeftion to himfelf. I inquired 
after Mrs. O'Crai, and heard that fhe 
was bufied in fecuring what it was be- 
lieved O'Halloran had amaffedjandfeem- 
ed folicitous about nothing fo much as 
being allowed to withdraw without in- 
quiry or moleftation. My faithful Ellen 
added, that (lie had long fince been dif- 
miffed the houfe ; but that a fervant in 
my intereft no fooner knew of the fud- 
den death of O'HalLoran, than he took. 

the: 
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the key of my prifon-houfe, which he 
knew, becaufe he had been often em- 
ployed in carrying food to the door, 
and had hurried to Ellen with the means 
of my deliverance. 

f; Though my dread of Sir Mordaunt 
■was fuch, that, had I had time to confider, 
1 might have flirunk from the attempt, yet 
now the natural love of life and of li- 
berty conquered my terrors; and unpre- 
pared as I was, and trembling with emo^- 
tions that 1 yet fhudder to recollecl, I 
attempted to haften to the apartment of 
Sir Mordaunt. But I was extremely 
weak; and when I reached the door of 
the room where I believed him to be, I 
was unable to open it. Ellen, as timid 
as I was on mod occafions, now exerted 
fome degree of courage; fhe threw the 
door open before me; I faw Sir Mor- 
daunt ; he feemed to look more (tern, 
more ferocious than ever ; but a fudden 
confeioufnefs of innocence, and even 
of being my felf the injured peifon, pre- 
vented 
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vented me from obeying the firft im- 
pulfe of fear, and abjeclly throwing my- 
felf at his feet as a criminal imploring 
pardon. Yet the fenfe of my wrongs 
did not give me courage to fpeak ; I 
flood a moment breathlefs and almod 
infenfible. Then feeling my head grow 
-giddy, and that I was likely to fall, I 
fiaggered by the help of Ellen to a feat. 
Sir Mordaunt, who feemed unable to 
exprefs by words any part of the vari- 
ous emotions which agitated his ftormv 
bofom, approached me in a menacing 
.attitude, and I funk lenfelefs before him. 
" On recovering my recollection, I 
found myfelf on a better bed than I had 
been accuflomed to in my prifon, and 
nobody near me but my poor Ellen. 
She endeavoured to appcale my agi- 
tated fpirits by alluring me, that, from all 
fhe could obferve in die late interview, 
Sir Mordaunt was difpofed to forgive 
me. I dreaded however his forgivenefs 
.hardly lefs than his refentment ; for fo 

deep 
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deep was the impreffion his injutlicc 
and cruelty had made, and fo great was 
my abhorrence of his per Ton, which ] had 
never loved, that when, from far other 
motives than thofe of real affe&ion, he 
once more approached me, mingling re- 
fentment and doubt even with his ca- 
reffes, I would gladly have returned to 
my dungeon, or even have fought fhel- 
ter in the grave, rather than have be- 
come, as I was however gradually com- 
pelled to do, the mere victim of his 
animal gratifications. O'Halloran was 
no longer at hand to inflame his jea- 
loufy, but it had taken too deep a root 
ever to be eradicated: yet his paffions 
were accuftomed to be uncontrouled, 
and his fuperftition prevented him 
from feeking any other object. He had 
foon another confeffor; and probably it 
was contrived by him (Father Golgota), 
that to reconcile Sir Mordaunt's re- 
venge or honour with his defire to keep 
me in his power, it fhould be given out 

that 
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lhat I was dead ; and that my child, as 
foon as it was born, fhould be removed, 
and afterwards conveyed to Italy, and 
fo brought up, that, if a boy, it might 
never interfere with the fortune of its 
■elder brother ; if a girl, pafs with my 
Edouarda its innocent life in a cloifler. 

" It was not difficult for all this to be 
contrived. Sir Mordaunt had long 
driven from him all his neighbours, and 
the very peafants of the country avoided 
the houfe as the fcene of black or- 
gies and of horrid rites. Ellen was 
again di unified, and I never knew what 
became of her. When the hour of 
childbirth drew nigh, a woman attended 
me, who would anfwer no inquiries. I 
brought you, my dear Henry, into the 
world ; but hardly was I allowed to weep 
over you before you were taken from 
me, and I found that great myftery was 
obfetved in every thing that related to 
me. I was removed, after a little time, 
into the chamber where you found me ; 

from 
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from whence I was never fuffered to 
depart but at ftated hours to the chapel, 
where I foon learned that prayers were 
actually put up for the repofe of my 
foul. 

" I had no relation, no friend, in Eng- 
land ; hardly any connection in the 
world to whom I could appeal ; and 
gradually my fpirits funk into total de- 
ipondence, and I became aimed torpid — • 
fubmitting to the direction of the priefh, 
and to the ill-humour or more hateful 
propenfities of Sir Mordaunt, as an 
helplefs being who had no will or power 
of her own. My mind loft its activity; 
my frame became enfeebled ; I faw no 
efcape but in death ; and, in hopes of 
death, dragged on fome years of mife- 
rable life, till the return of my etdeft 
fon from Italy gave me once more an 
object which re-animated my wretched 
exigence. This dear fon, however, I 
was never permitted to fpeak to ; never 
permitted to fee but at a diftance. He 

knew 
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knew not that his mother lived; and I 
was allured that if I made any attempt 
to inform him of it, I fhould be placed 
far out of the reach of ever hearing of 
him again. I faw him therefore joining 
in prayer for the mother, who, living 
and wretched, heard his voice, yet dared 
not approach and blefs him. This was 
long one of my heavier! punifliments ; 
but Edward, my poor Edward, of too 
delicate a Ilructure to bear his father's 
gloomy and capricious humours, droop- 
ed in this inaufpicious atmofphere, and 
was fent back to Italy, from whence he 
returned in his coffin. I faw him : yes, 
my children, I faw him carried to the 
vault where I was myfelf fuppofed to 
fleep. I heard the De profundis fung 
over him ; yet I dared not exprefs the 
agonies of my heart ; and Sir Mordaunt, 
grown more fierce, more cruel, from that 
moment feemed to have a horrid joy 
in witneffing my diftraclion, when he 
told me, that the fpiaio^ offspring I 
Vol. I. N had 
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had impofed upon him being before 
dead, I was no longer mother of a fon ; 
and that my daughter I fhould never 
more behold. 

".It was in vain that I would have 
reafoned myfelf out of the attachment 
that thus vainly agonized my heart, by 
afking how the children of fuch a man 
could be dear to me? I felt that they were 
il 111 my children ; and oa the cldeft, as 
I could not love his father, all the early 
tendcrncfs of a heart overflowing with 
aireclion had ft tiled, from the very mo- 
ment of his birth; and before he was 
taken from me, you, my lovely Edou- 
arda, {hared without leffening my ma- 
ternal tendernefs. On my poor Henry, 
viciim before his birth of i'ufpicion and 
iniuttice, mv memory dwelt with all the 
anguifh of hopelefs fondnefs. His fir ft 
cries were ever in my ears ; the idea of 
his being thrown in early infancy on the 
mercenary care of ftrangers, and left to 
perifti, a poor outcaft orphan, was for 
2 ever 
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ever prefent to me; and without any 
obje£t to call off my mind from thefe 
fad contemplations, I funk into a kind 
of torpid defpair, from whence I was 
never roufed but by the violent pa*. 
roxyfms of rage to which Sir Mordaunt 
daily became more fubje<!r., and which 
not un frequently endangered my life. 
Often have I expofed rnyfelf to his fury, 
in the hope that forne fortunate blow 
would end my evidence and mifery to- 
gether. But the ConfefTor, who was 
now with him, and a co-adjutor whom 
he procured from Rome, gradually ob- 
tained an afcendancy over him by mea:.s 
of the religion to which he had always 
been fo devoted. Infenfibly, and from 
his own increafing incapacity to manage 
the affairs of his eltates, all fell into the 
hands of thefe men. The fteward, te- 
nants, and fervants were all chofen and 
regulated by them. Golgota, who had 
at firll propofed the expedient of my 
being fuppofed dead, in order to fave 
N 2 the 
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the honour, as they faid, of Sir Mor- 
daunt, had every day new reafons to 
wifh this deception might never be dif- 
covered ; and he took his meafures fo 
well, and was by the afcendancy he had 
over all the fervants fo enabled to fup- 
port any fraud he chofe to invent, that, 
even if there had been any one to quef- 
tion the fatl of my death, he would have 
found means to baffle their inquiries. 
But no fuch perfon exifted; there was 
not in the wortcl a being who belonged 
to or was interefled for me. My aunt 
was long fince dead, and my few rela- 
tions who had never known me, had no 
motive to give themfelves any trouble 
on my account. The terrific gloom 
which had always lowered over the 
houfe of Palfgrave, the myfterious air 
which other forms than thofe of the 
eftablifhed religion gives to a family, 
and the fuperftition of the ignorant 
country people, all ferved to affift in 
concealing the fecret of my being ftill 

living. 
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living. Such of the poor fervants as 
were not entrufted with the truth, have 
often fecn m\ ghoft; and they have been 
told, when this has been revealed in con- 
fefiion, that I was fufiering for mv 
breach of conjugal faith, and only oc- 
cafionally releafed from the purgatory to 
which I was condemned, to vifit, as an- 
other fpecies of punifhment, the fcene of 
my guilt. 

" Conftant vigilance on the part of 
thofe who guarded me, with a total want 
of motive for enterprise on mine, gradu- 
ally diminifhed every thought of efcape, 
or of changing the fad colour of mv 
deftiny. Want of cxercife, of air, of 
fociety, of every hope in this life, com- 
bined to occafioii a fort of palfy of the 
mind, as well as a total deprivation of 
bodily (trength. I fometimes have been 
for days together hardly confeious of my 
exiftence, and fometimes have fancied 
myfelf really dead, and have been forry, 
when the perfon entrufted to fupply me 
N 3 with 
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with food, or the priefts in fummoning 
Hie to the chapel and the confeffional, 
have awakened me to fomething like 
a confcioufnefs that I ft ill was a liv- 
ing being, and ftill living only to be 
v; reached. 

" Since you, my children, have been 
fo wonderfully reftored to me, new hopes 
have fprung up in my heart. I now 
feel that Heaven hss not abandoned me; 
that I have even in my living grave 
"been an'objecl of its mercy: yet with 
how much of spprehenftcn are my fond 
hopes embittered ! Thefe men are one 
or other of them always on the watch ; 
I fear the entire poffeffion and manage- 
ment of fo large an income as Sir Mor- 
daunt leaves in their hands, is a temp- 
tation which their integrity cannot with- 
fland. The man to whofe more immedi- 
ate care Sir Mordaunt is in his mod un- 
governable moments configned is their 
creature ; and though he often neglecfs 
his duty, they are unwilling to replace 

him 
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him by another on whom they might 
not fo certainly rely. Ah ! you know 
not, nor can I explain to you, all I fuf- 
fer. But I am exhaufted; my narrative, 
though told by fnatches, has perhaps 
been tedious to you. Now, however, that 
you are in poffedion of its melancholy 
circumftances, confider, my dear loves, 
what can be done to reftore you to your 
rights ; and, to your unhappy father, 
children of whom any man m3y be 
proud. For me, I (hall be content to 
linger out in obfeurity the little of life 
that remains; too happy if, before 1 really 
clofe my eyes for ever, they behold you 
re-inflated in your father's affection, 
and acknowledged as the heirs of his 
fortune." 

Lady Falconberg ceafed fpeaking ; 
and her fon, who had with the utmoft 
difficulty refrained from exprefling the 
various emotions with which his bofom 
was agitated while he liftened, faw that 
fhe was too much affecled, and that it 
N 4 was 
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was time to lead her back to her foli- 
tary chamber, from which fhe had been 
abf'ent longer than fhe feemed to think 

O 

was fafe. She embraced him and Edou- 
arda with more than ufual tendernefs ; 
and her fon conduced her in fafety to 
her own room, and returned unobferved 
to that where IulcmrGri,who had check- 
ed herfelf before her mother, waited, 
and drowned in tears threw herfelf into 
Lis arms. 

But little time, however, was allowed 
them to exprefs to each other the fen- 
fations which their mother's narrative 
had given them — for Rachael's fignal 
was heard at the door; and on being ad- 
mitted, flie told them, in great apparent 
alarm, that Sir Mordaunt had been 
again difturbed by fomething that fhe 
did not clearly comprehend ; that Fa- 
ther Galezza was come back, and feemed 
very uneafy and out of humour ; and 
that the fervants imagined by what had 
paffed, that Golgota, whofe appearance 

thev 



THE STORY OF EDOUARDA. 273 

they particularly dreaded, had been fent 
for. Rachael added, that it was fup- 
pofed the difturbance in the interior 
part of the houfe had arifen, though fhe 
knew not how. from the appearance of a 
ftranger who had been feen about the 
houfe and park, and that fhe trembled 
to think it might be Mr. Falconberg 
himfclf. 

No time was allowed them to deli- 
berate. Rachael entreated Mr. Falcon- 
berg to haften away, promiGng however 
to attend to the ufual (ignal for Henry's 
admittance the next evening, if no cir- 
cam [lances arofe to make it dangerou.;. 
On that evening they hoped to meet 
Lady Falconberg again, and confult 
with her on the means of delivering 
themfclves, as well the mother as the 
children, from the ftrange and comfort- 
kfs fituation they were now in. 

As nothing intervened that renewed 

the alarm, Henry Falconberg, impatient 

N 5 to 



2JI THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

to communicate to his mother and* filler 
the refult of his reflections, was exacl: 
to his appointment ; was admitted as 
ufual; and as ufual haftened to the apart- 
ment of Lady Falconherg, whom he 
tenderly fupported and encouraged, 
while fhe tremblingly clung to his arm, 
and in a Faint whifpertold him "file knew 
not why, but a ftrange heayinefs hung 
upon her." Fear more diftreffing than 
ufual preffed upon her heart and agi- 
tated her nerves, and it was with diffi- 
culty, even with his affiftance, that me 
v/a;; able to traverfe the rooms between 
h'T own and that where they ufually 
mtt. There Edouarda waited at the 
i~]<-- c>r t arid the moment her mother fa\v 
her fhe threw her arms around her, and 
fell into a pailion of tears. The Spirits 
r-f Lady Iddconberg appeared then to 
be relieved; and her fon holding hers 
and his lifter's hand;,, which he tenderly 
preiu.d to his heart, endeavoured at once 

to 
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to appeafe their apprehenfions for the 
prefent, and to reprefent the poffibility 
of their enjoying happier days for the 
future ; -when fuddenly this affectionate 
conference was interrupted by a violent 
noife, as of a man in the moR furious 
tranfports of rage. Hardly had they 
time to exprefs to each other the terrors 
they felt, before Sir Mordaunt burfl 
into the room. His diftorted counte- 
nance was pale with rage, his haggard 
eyes flamed fire; in his hand he bran- 
difhed fome offenfive weapon, and in a 
terrific voice he exclaimed, " Where is 
the villain - 1 he who dares break into my 
houfe ? who infolently forces himfelf into 
my notice, and intends to rob me, under 
colour of prctciiding to a child I dis- 
claim ?'' Mis furious looks then fixed on 
young Falconberg, who bad thrown 
himfelf before his mother and fitter. He 
advanced towards him, and with the iron, 
inflrument he held {truck him fo Hidden 
and' violent a blow on the temple, that 
N 6 Henry. 
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Henry Falconberg fell fenfelefs, and to 
all appearance dead, at his feet. 

«Lady Falconberg now forgot every 
thing but the anguifh inflicted by this 
fight, and her indignation againft the 
cruel monfler who had occafioned it. 
She threw herfelf on the ground by her 
murdered fon, loudly declaring who he 
was j reproaching Heaven, and exe- 
crating his murderer. The wretched 
maniac, whofe diabolic paflions were now 
roufed to the wildeit degree of phrenfy, 
would very probably have repeated the 
blow on her or his defencelefs daughter, 
who, endeavouring to excite his com- 
panion by proflrating herfelf before him, 
Jay more than half dead on the floor, 

lifting her imploring hands, unable to 
{peak; but his keeper, through whofe 
negligence he had efcaped, now hurried 
into the apartment, and by force with- 
held him. Ills efforts, however, to com- 
mit farther violence on his miferable fa- 
mily were fo great, that a blood-veffel 

burft 



THE STORY OF EDOUARDA. 277 

burft in his lungs; and, as he was torn 
from the fcene of murder by the attend- 
ants, his raving was half ftifled by the 
blood which dreamed on the floor. 

Galezza, pale anJ affrighted, now ap- 
peared. He had the air of a man con- 
fcious that the fight of woe he beheld 
was owing in fome degree to himfelf; 
yet he had no prefence of mind to at- 
tempt any thing for the relief of the 
fufferers. Lady Falconberg hung over 
the bleeding body of her fon. She now 
fhrieked out that he lived; now in a 
hollow and tremulous voice deplored 
his death, juft as he wasreftored to her — 
at the very moment when flie had found 
ibmething that might fweeten to her an 
exiftence rendered for many years fo 
wretched. Edouarda, with glazed eyes 
and trembling lips, livid and refufing to 
articulate, ftood near them both ; fhe 
would have fpoken of hope, of comfort, 
flie would have tried to propofe fornc 
remedy, but no hope was in her heart ; 

not 
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not even when (he faw Henry's eyes 
flowly open, and look on her and her 
mother as if life and recollection were 
returning. The ftruggle was fhort ; he 
gazed for a moment on both of them; 
an exprefiion of fatisfa&ion was vifible 
even amid the agonies of death on his 
countenance. He made a (light motion 
with his hand, as if to recommend his 
mother to Edouarda, and died. 

Excefs of horror, when fhe recol- 
lected that her father was the murderer 
of her brother, now mingled itfelf with 
her grief, with fears for her mother, 
and every terrific apprehenfion that 
could at once overwhelm her. Yet did 
Edouarda ftill retain fome prefence of 
mind; and approaching Galezza, who 
with hafty flrides continued to traverfe 
the room, [he would have befought his 
affiftance to carry Lady Falconberg to 
her own room: but the fiercenefs of his 
look, as he fliook from his arm her fup- 
plicating hand, added to her acute dif- 

trefs, 
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trefs, and fhe fled from him to fee what 
fervants could be perfuadsd to affift. her. 
Not one was left but Rachael, who. was 
now fupporting the head of the mifera- 
ble mother, who feemed to have loft the 
fenfe of her calamity, and was become 
as cold as the corfe on which (he refted. 
Rachael, though more dead than alive, 
underftood what Edouarda wifhed, and 
they together tried to raife Lady Fal- 
conberg; -but their flrength was wholly 
unequal to fupporting her, and. in the 
attempt they funk together to the ground, 
where in a few moments they were 
aroufed by the terrific voice of Gol- 



gota 



This man, ever the dread of the 
whole houfehold, now addreffed himfelf 
to Edouarda; and without feeling or 
pity for the deplorable condition in 
which he faw her, he began to reproach 
her for the difafter which had happened. 
" You, Mifs Falconberg," laid he, 
•' you, not content with forcing your- 

3 felf 
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felf into a houfe where your prefence 
was every way improper, have intro- 
duced ftrangers, who have irritated your 
father's infanity into fury. Some little 
inadvertence on the part of the perfons 
who have the care of him. and mv un- 
fortunate abfence, have given thefe peo- 
ple opportunities of molefting him ; and 
you fee the fatal confequence. Here is 
murder! murder for which you mull be 
anfwerable if inquiry mould be made 
into it, for to your indifcretion, Ma- 
dam, it has been folely owing." 

" He was my brother!'' fighed Edou- 
arda. — " And the other man, he who 
has thrice contrived to intrude himfelf 
into Sir Mordaunt's prefence, was he, 
Madam, a! fo your brother ?" Edouarda 
knew not what he meant ; a deep groan 
burlt from her oppreffed heart, but (lie 
had no power to anfwer. Her mother's 
continued infenfibility called upon her 
for all the exertion (he was able to 

make: 
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make: (he chafed her temples and her 
hands; tried now to awaken her to life 
and confcioufnefs ; and now, envying a 
ftupor fo much peferrableto the anguiih 
flie herfelf felt, defifted ; then, after a 
moment's recollection, again implored 
Rachael to try to remove her mother 
from a place where, when (he again 
opened her eyes, the fir ft object that met 
them would be the pale and mangled 
countenance of her murdered fon! 

Golgota, as if fuddenlv (truck with 
fome new apprehenfion affecting his 
own fafety, hurried out of the room ; 
Galezza and the fervants, who had 
eagerly crowded -in, had all left it before. 
Edouarda collected refolution enough 
to befeech Rachael to go and try if no- 
body could be prevailed upon to come 
to lead Lady Falconberg to her room. 
Rachael, however unwilling to leave 
her, yet confented at her earned en- 
treaty, and Edouarda was left alone 

with 
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with her dead brother and her dying 
mother. 

It was almoft dark: the little light 
afforded by the windows fell on the 
ghaftly faces of the only two beings fhe 
had ever been permitted to love. One, 
if "fhe yet lived, would return to a fenfe 
of her exiftence or»ly to execrate the 
hour of her birth: the other, fo lately 
blooming in hope, and youth, and health, 
and courage, was gone for ever, and 
deprived of his being by the author of it. 

" Oh, God !" cried Edouarda. as her 
(tunned faculties flowly returned, " Oh 
God, thy ways are infcrutable ; thy af- 
flicted creatures fuffer, but are forbid- 
den to complain. Was ever mifery equal 
to mine ? Yet how have I deferved to 
be fo very a wretch ? Yet, what have I 
done, what has my poor perfecuted mo- 
ther done, that we are thus overwhelmed? 
And thou, my brother ! my Henry ! — " 
Grief then choked her utterance ; yet 

'it 
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it was not the grief that produces tears: 
her eyes were dry and fixed, her 
mouth parched, and her refpiration dif- 
ficult. She felt as if (he were herfelf 
dying, and mod ardently defired it might 
be fo if her life was not necefiary to her 
mother. 

A long, a dreary interval, involved 
in total darknefs, the unhappy Edouarda 
fat fupporting her mother's head on her 
moulder, with one arm round her waift, 
while with the other (he now and then 
tried to difcover if any pulfe intimated 
returning life. Once her hand touched 
the already clay-cold cheek of her bro- 
ther, and darting and fhuddering (lie 
haftily withdrew it. 

Increafing darknefs and filence ag- 
gravated all the horrors of her fituation. 
Lady Falconberg breathed not; no pul- 
fation of the heart could be felt, and 
Edouarda concluded that (lie too was. 
dead. At length a confufed murmur 
was heard below j then a number of men 

fpoke 
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ipoke together, as contending eagerly 
and angrily, and Edouarda even ima- 
gined (lie difiinguifhed the voice of her 
father. The founds approached, they 
were at the door, and a number of per- 
fons with lights were in the room. It 
was a fcene of new diftrefs to the un- 
happy Edouarda, who, from her igno- 
rance of the painful confequences of a 
c ire urn dance in itfelf fo dreadful, could 
not comprehend what was the bufinefs of 
the Coroner and his attendants, who 
now entered. More than half infenfibSe, 
fhe was utterly incapable of anfwering 
the queftions which the man who had 
authority to make them, a rude and un- 
feeling attorney, refiding in a town about 
four miles diftant, thought himfelf au- 
thorifed to put to her. His examination 
of her bleeding brother, and his in- 
quiry as to her mother, who, without ap- 
parent life, was again fupported by Ra- 
chael, contributed to overwhelm the un- 
fortunate fufferer with confufion and 

anguifh ; 
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anguifh; and the fcene would have 
ended in a total deprivation of the little 
confcioufnefs that remained to her, had 
not another party, and of another de- 
fcription, entered the room, before whom 
the myrmidons of the law gave way in 
refpectful deference. , 

A gentleman about fifty, of very re- 
fpeclable appearance, approached the 
mlferable group : he took the half life- 
lefs hand of Edouarda ; he fpoke to her 
in accents of kindnefs, fuch as fhe had 
not lately heard. She looked up; his 
face exprefTed benignity and companion, 
and an half confcious preffure, which her 
trembling hand made on that of the 
ftranger as he would have raifed her 
up, feemed to exprefs her hope that fhe 
had found a friend. He gave orders for 
the removal of Lady Falconberg to her 
own room ; and gently intimated to her 
wretched daughter, that it would be bet- 
ter for her alfo to go, as well as to affifh 
in whatever it might be necelfary to do 
for Lady Falconberg, as to efcape the 

unplea- 
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unpleafant converfatibn that- mud un- 
avoidably pafs in regard to the dread- 
ful cataftropbe which had jr.fi: happened. 
Edouarda was incapable of remark or 
refinance ; fhe was raifed from the 
ground, and by Signs, for (lie was unable 
to fpeak, feemed to implore the at- 
tention of the affiftants towards her mo- 
ther; and calling on the body of poor 
Henry an agonizing look, fhe was turn- 
ing to follow thofe who were fupporting 
Lady Falconberg, when fhc was routed 
from the torpor of grief by a new olvet'c. 
A young man, pale, difheveiled, and 
held with difficulty by fome people about 
him, appeared at the door of the room. 
" I will fee her/' cried he, struggling 
to efcape from thofe who confined him ; 
" I will implore her pardon, I will die 
before her; but I cannot die till I have 
obtained her forgivenefs." The elder 
gentleman appeared (hocked, and haftily 
approached the young man. «« I infill," 
faid he, " on your being calm. Would 
you add to the diftrefs of fuch a fcene ?" 

— " Oh, 
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— <c Oh, God!" exclaimed the young 
firanger, " it is to me the fcene is owing. 
It is J, wretch that I am, who have been 
the death of that poor young man ! It 
is I who have murdered Lady Fa'con- 
berg ! It is I who hive destroyed her 
daughter!'' The aftonifhment of the 
perfons aiTembled could be equalled only 
by the diftrefs evident in the coume- 
nance and manner of the elder ftranger, 
who now entrea:ed, now argued ; while 
Edouarda, who had remained motion- 
lefs at the beginning of the fcene, was 
fuddenly, ?.s the agitated ftranger ap- 
proached nearer to her. ftruck with the 
idea of having feen him before; but 
when or how he could be interefted in 
any thing that related to her fhe was in 
no condition to recollect. Mr. Har- 
rington, who evidently fuffered for the 
hate in which he faw the per fori la ft ar- 
rived, attempted in vain to argue with or' 
reft rain him, for he feemed rather irri- 
tated than appeafed by the interpofition 

of 



288 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

of thofe about him ; and fpringing fud- 
denly from them, he cried, " Argue not 
with me, confine me not, my uncle — Oh! 
rather punifh and reproach me. Had I 
taken your advice, had I restrained my 
unfortunate, my guilty paffion ! — Angel 
of heaven," continued he, throwing 
himfelf wildly on the ground before 
Edouarda, " angel of heaven, look 
with pity on your murderer, though he 
deferves only your curfes, your indig- 
nation !" The words, the fuddennefs of 
the action, and the phrenetic eagernefs 
with which Edouarda felt her hands 
feized, and held to the burning eyes of 
the diftrafted objeft before her, com- 
pletely overcame the little remaining 
flrength of the unhappy young woman, 
and (he funk as lifelefs as her whom fhe 
had been fupporting. 

Mr. Harrington then feverely re- 
proving his nephew, direfled the mother 
and daughter to be carried to their 
apartments, and carefully attended ; 

while 
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while he himfelf colle&ed all his pre- 
fence of mind to end the diftreffing 
fcene of legal inquiry, which neither of 
them was in a condition to witnefs. 

It was uot difficult to afcertain that 
Sir Mordaunt Falconberg had long been 
in a Hate of infanity. The teftimony of 
the two priefts, which was with great dif- 
ficulty extorted from them, proved alfo 
that the youth who lay before them was 
a young Italian, who called himfelf. his 
fon, but whom Sir Mordaunt not only 
did not acknowledge to be fo, but whom 
he had never feen till the fatal moment 
when the young man perifhed by his 
hand. 

The younger Mr. Harrington, who had 
become during this time a little more 
collected, now came forward. " It was 
owing to me/' cried he, " that this 
dreadful cataftrophe has happened. 
Some weeks ago I accidentally met Mifs 
Falconberg at a little diltance from the 
park. The Angularity of her drefs in 

Vol. I. O fiich 
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fuch a place, and her uncommon beauty, 
aftonifhed while they attracted me. I 
made feveral efforts to fee her again 
during my fhort refidence afterwards in 
this part of the country, but never could 
meet her; and as my uncle was ex- 
tremely averfe from the attempt, and po- 
tively refufed to interfere for me, I left 
his houfe after my ufual flay, and re- 
turned to London. 

" But the image of Mifs Falconberg 
perpetually purfued me ; I faw only her. 
Her wretched fituation flimulatedthe ro- 
mantic Quixotifmof my difpofition; and 
the charms of her perfon, as well as 
knowledge of the fplendid fortune to 
which fhe was, as I imagined, heirefs, 
continually heated my imagination ; and 
I returned to my uncle's feat at Hey- 
thwaite, refolved to carry my fcheme into 
execution ; but to conceal it from Mr. 
Harrington, whofe approbation was not, 
I found, to be obtained. 

" I endeavoured in vain to intereft 
j the 
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the directors of Sir Mordaunt's con- 
fcience in my favour. Their reafons 
forrefufing every advance were eafily 
underftood. I was, however, more fuc- 
cefsful with one of the keepers who at- 
tended him, though he was their crea- 
ture, and I foon found means to make 
my intereft outweigh that of his original 
employers. 

*' I had always, in common with the 
whole country, believed that Sir Mor- 
daunt was lei's mad than they wifhed to 
have him thought, and I was vain 
enough to imagine that I could reltore 
kirn to reafon and to liberty, if once I 
obtained an audience. It was fome time 
before I could make this hazardous at- 
tempt. The firft time Sir Mordaunt 
drove me away unheard ; and the pa- 
roxyfm of rage into which he was thrown 
by the fight of a ftranger, ought to have 
deterred me from making the experi- 
ment again. I found however that he 
did not know his daughter was in his 
O 2 houfe - 
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houfe; and for myfelf, irritated to a de- 
gree of refentment againft the monks, 
whofe defigns appeared to be of the 
darkeft kind, I redoubled my bribes and 
promifes to the attendant. The man 
loved drink, and the money I gave him 
enabled him to fupply himfelf fo libe- 
rally, that I at laft found, a few days 
ago, the opportunity I fought. I faw 
Sir Mordaunt in a comparatively calm 
interval. I ventured to tell him what I 
thought had been concealed from the 
worfl motives. He heard me with more 
calmnefs than I expected ; though his 
eyes, as I continued to fpeak, glared 
wildly upon me. I imputed fome part 
of his fingular manner to doubts of my 
veracity, and I named to him the part 
of the houfe which I knew his daughter 
inhabited. He ftarted franticly from 
me, and his keeper entered ; at whofe 
fignal I retired. I have fince learned 
that a violent fit of paffion followed, 
from which the wretched man had never, 

I now 
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I now find, entirely been recovered • 
that the pried Galezza was alarmed at 
his incoherent raving about a ft ranger, 
and an application relative to his ba- 
nifhed daughter, and fharply queftioncd 
the keeper ; who being a brutal fellow 
refented his rcmon [trance, and very high 
words had arifen-; in confequence of 
which the man had infiftcd on his dif- 
miffion, and had fuddenly left the un- 
fortunate maniac to the care of whoever 
Galezza could find — and inadequately 
was that care exercifed. The miferable 
man, having, with that retentive memory 
foremaikable in lunatics, recollected all 
I had told him, broke from his new 
guard, and rufhed to the apartment of 
his daughter; where taking his unknown 
fon for me, who was become the Objett 
of his abhorrence, this cruet fcene fol- 
lowed." 

The unhappy felf-accufed Hartington 

here ended in a faltering voice his me- 

lancholy relation. It tallied too well 

O 3 with 



294 THE SOLITARY WANDERER. 

•with the^cataftrophe ; hut reproaches 
were ufelefs. The forms were now foon 
gone through. There was no doubt of 
the deranged date of Sir Mordaunt's 
mind, and nothing more could be done 
than mo;e ftnctly to confine him. Every 
precaution of that fort, however, was foon 
rendered unneceffary. Sir Mordaunt, 
whofe fhrieks and ravings could not be 
appealed, was choked by his own blood 
in about two hours after he had been 
the murderer of his fon ! 

When Mr. Hartington was apprifed 
of this, he felt himfelf called upon, as the 
neareft magiftrate, to protect the pro- 
perty of the poor defolate women, Lady 
Falconberg and her daughter; and he 
fent for Golgota and Galezza, and ex- 
plained to them his intentions. The 
former refolutely oppofed it ; he called 
himfelf the friend of the deceafed gen- 
tleman ; denied that any one had a right 
to interfere in the affairs of that houfe ; 
and fpoke in fo high and infolent a tone, 

that 
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that Mr. Hartington, mild as he naturally 
was, was compelled to remind him of laws 
which, however obfolete or pafled over 
through the liberality of this country, 
ought (till to be recolle&ed ; and if there 
was an evident neceffity for it, he added, 
that they fhould dill be enforced. Gol- 
gota retired, fwelling'with impotent re- 
venge , but Galezza appeared difcon- 
certed, and even terrified, and feemed 
rather defirous of conciliating the favour 
than irritating the anger of a man who 
he knew had the power to call them 
both to a fevere account. 

The younger Hartington, overwhelm- 
ed with anguifh and remorfe, was with 
difficulty perfuaded, or rather com- 
manded, by his uncle, to return home; 
while that benevolent man himfelf, hav- 
ing given the proper orders relative to 
the dead, and put his feals on the places 
where any articles of value were fup- 
pofed to be, went to the apartment whi- 
ther Lady Falconberg had been carried. 
O 4 He 
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He found her on her bed, furrounded 
by female fervants who were utterly ig- 
norant what to do. Mr. Harrington 
difpatched a meffenger for the neareft 
medical affiftance, and then endeavoured 
to awaken Edouarda from the ftate of 
torpid grief, in which, widi eyes fixed 
on her mother, and apparently infenfible 
of every thing elfe, (lie remained kneel- 
ing at the bed-fide. Eut even the voice 
of reafon, of companionate tendernefs, 
was now unheard. Edouarda looked at 
him with heavy eyes, that appeared not 
to behold the obje£l on which they 
gazed. His words were loll upon her. 
She turned from him, and, waving one 
hand to bid him go, touched with the 
other the pale temples of Lady Falcon- 
berg; and then, as if fhocked to find no 
appearance of returning life, fhuddered, 
and relapfed into motionlefs and filent 
defpair. 

A furgeon from a neighbouring town 
now arrived, He proceeded to bleed 

I,adv 
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Lady Falconberg. a few drops of 
blood were with difficulty obtained, 
and fhe opened her eyes. Her memory 
feemed to return ; and Edouarda, who 
had now an objeft to roufe her, gave 
her, though without being able to fpeak, 
a cordial which the furgeon had brought. 
But, as if the recollection of her unexam- 
pled woes returned with too much 
ftrength for fo feeble a frame, a frame 
already exhaufted by long years of un- 
deserved anguifh, the poor fufferer foon 
funk again into the fame languid con- 
dition, and, after continuing with little 
variation in that ftate for three days, 
breathed her lafl in the arms of Edou- 
arda. 

Mr. Hartington, deeply interefted for 
the unhappy young woman, had con- 
tinued in the houfe; and now that her 
mother was no longer in need of her at- 
tendance, he thought the bel way would 
be to take her from a fcene where fhe 
had fuffered fuch mifery. Edouarda, 
O 5 who 
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who appeared to liften more to ELachael 
than to any other perfon, was convinced 
that Lady Falconberg was dead ; yet (he 
ftill afFecled to difbelieve it, that flie might 
not be removed. At length, however, 
exhaufted by watching and grief, Ihe 
became unable to refill the gentle im- 
portunity of her new-found protector, 
and fuffered herfelf to be placed in his 
coach, and, attended by Rachael, to be 
removed to Heythwaite, from whence 
Mr. Hartington had ordered his nephew 
to depart before her arrival. 

He himfelf attended to the melan- 
choly ceremony of depofiting the re- 
mains of the unhappy maniac, his wife, 
and their fon, in the vault beneath the 
chapel. Golgota quitted the houfe, de- 
claring his refolution to do himfelf juf- 
tice againft the intrufion of Mr. Har- 
tington, who however totally difregarded 
his menaces. Galezza, more timid or 
more prudent, officiated at the fad office, 
and willingly acceded to Mr. Harting-* 

ton's 
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ton's defire, who entreated that all this 
fatal tranfa&ion might be as much as 
poflible concealed from the neighbour- 
hood, and that no circumftance that 
could poflibly be hid fhould be divulged. 
The gentlemen of the furrrounding 
country, (none of whom except Mr. 
Hartington refided within ten miles^had 
not been in habits of communication 
with Palfgrave, and many of them feldom 
refident in the country, while others felt 
no intereft in what related to a family 
whom they confidered as hardly rank- 
ing among their countrymen ; while molt 
of the labourers or other perfons of 
inferior rank were Catholics, the con- 
verts of the priefts ; and they were pre- 
vented by fear as well as intereft from 
fpeaking of the little which, by means 
of the fervants, was circulated among 
them. 

The fole furvivor of the unhappy fa- 
mily was received by a maiden fifter of 
Mr. Hartington with as much appear- 
O 6 ance 
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ance of tendernefr as fhe was capable of 
putting on ; but fhe was one of thofe 
perlons whofe faith in her own perfua- 
fion greatly exceeded her chanty. She 
did not love Edouarda ; for fhe was 
young and beautiful and fuppofed to be 
of another religion. Of feelings fuch 
as tore the heart of the unfortunate girl, 
at fo diftrefling a moment, Mrs. Honora 
Harrington had no idea ; and her bro- 
ther, more kind and difcerning, foon 
perceived that the kindeft thing he could 
do towards his mourning gueft would 
be to leave her as much alone as pof- 
fible. He had fagacity enough to per- 
ceive that her understanding was na- 
turally of a fuperior order, above either 
common-place confolation or mecha- 
nical civility. Edouarda therefore fuf- 
fered no other importunity than what he 
was himfelf under the painful neceffity 
of giving her. It was requifite that he 
fliould know if fhe had any friends or rela- 
tions, who could undertake the manage- 
ment 
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ment of her fortune; and the weeping 
Edouarda then related to him the few 
and melancholy incidents of her fhort 
life. Mr. Harrington in his turn be- 
fought her attention to the relation he 
gave of the means ufually adopted in 
this country for the fecurity of the pro- 
perly of minors; and Edouarda putting 
herfelf wholly into his hands, he imme- 
diately proceeded to make her a ward of 
the Court of Chancery ; while the only 
fentiment which yet animated her fad 
exiftence was that of gratitude towards 
him for the generous care he took of 
her. 

Two mournful months had pafTed be- 
fore Edouarda could enough recover 
herfelf to confider what mould be her 
future dellination. The country where 
file had fo cruelly fuffered was hateful 
to her, nor had the one motive to induce 
her to (lay in it. But being now a ward 
cf the Court, it was not without diffi- 
culty 
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culty flie obtained leave to go to Italy ; 
where, though (lie had now no friends, 
for her mother's relations were long 
fince removed, fhe thought fhe fhould 
be lefs wretched than in England ; and 
diminution of mifery rather than attain- 
ment of content was all (he was per- 
mitted to hope for — though in the bloom 
of early youth, poffefled of an uncom- 
mon fhare of perfonal beauty, and of a 
fortune which, under other circum- 
ilances, would have given her a right to 
look forward, to thofe fituations where 
the utmoft degree of human happinefs 
is fuppofed to be found. 

While Edouarda continued an inmate 
in his houfe, Mr. Hartington forbore 
with the moft cautious delicacy to name 
his nephew. But when fhe was in Lon- 
don waiting for the few preparations ne-^ 
cefiary to her departure for the conti- 
nent, the younger Hartington ventured 
to write to her; and deploring the fhare 

his 
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his unfortunate intrufion might have had 
in the dreadful calamity that had be- 
fallen her, he folicited in the humbleft 
terms to be heard — imagining probably 
that Edouarda, like raoft other women, 
would be induced to pardon any error 
which could be imputed to the effeft of 
her charms. But in this he was miftaken : 
fhe anfwered him in words fo calm, yet 
fo determined, that his hopes were con- 
fiderably deprefi'ed, and at length en- 
tirely crufhed, when he received from 
his uncle a copy of Mifs Falconberg's 
letter to him on the fubjefr, exprefling 
the mod invincible averfion to the fight 
of Mr. Edmund Hartington, and en- 
treating of him, as the greateft friendfhip 
he could now (hew her, to prevent her 
ever being difirefled by the fight of his 
nephew. 

Golgota and Galezza, to whom, with 
their original introdu&or into the fa- 
mily, O'Halloran, all the mifery that 

followed 
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followed was owing, feemed to be con- 
vinced that the laft object on which 
they intended to prey, had efcaped as 
foon as fhe was taken under the pro- 
tection of Englifh law. The former, 
who had accumulated immenfe fums 3 
was made fuperior of his order, and has 
fince become a cardinal. Galezza re- 
lumed alio to his own country, and en- 
riched his family as well as his convent 
with the fpoils gathered in England; 
and thefe men hrve ways of fatisfying 
their confidences, and have no fcruples 
as to the means by which money, and 
confequcntly another fource of power, is 
acquired. Yet, but for the influence 
they had gained over the weak mind and 
wild paffions of Sir Mordaunt, he would 
never have been driven from violence 
and fufpicion to phrenfv, and from 
pli-eniy to murder. The uimappy Lady 
Fal::onbi g, whofe wre'ehed life wai 
terminated by a death fo deplorable, was 

ft ill 
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ftill more their viftim. The conftitu- 
tional infirmities of the unhappy man 
over whofe confcience they had ob- 
tained an afcendancy, made Lady Fal- 
conberg's life neceflary — while the con- 
viction of her guilt, never eradicated 
from the gloomy and vindictive mind of 
her hufband, deprived her of every 
power over it, and made her the helplefs 
objeft of his hideous paffions. The 
eldeft of her children dead, the other 
two banifhed, none remained to inter- 
cept the views of the priefts; and nothing 
could be more unwelcome to them than 
the arrival of Edouarda, whofe removal 
they had inceffantly ftudied, and in 
whom they had beheld with fear and in- 
dignation that difpofition to think for 
herfelf, vhich they forefaw might at 
fome time or other overthrow all their 
machinations. 

When the mind of Edouarda had a 
little recovered from the torpor of the 

fcenes 
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fcenes of horror fhe had witnefled, the 
ceremonies of the people among whom 
(lie lived, their blind bigotry, and dif- 
gufting mixture of profligacy and fuper- 
ftition, made her reflect more ferioufly 
on the tenets in which fhe had been 
brought up; and the convifcHon that to 
their religious prejudices all the calami- 
ties of her family had been owing, af- 
fifted her natural good fenfe to make off 
entirely the yoke that had been impofed 
upon her. Italy became difagreeable 
to her ; and after fome time, during 
which fhe travelled into Switzerland^ fhe 
fixed her refidence at Laufanne. 

Young, lovely, and affluent, Edou- 
arda had many offers of marriage ; but 
fhe difmiffed all her lovers in terms fo 
decided, that hardly any of them ven- 
tured to make a fecond application. 
Ideas of her father's malady, and the 
fhocking cataftrophe it had led to, were 
ever prefent to her. She could not bear 

to 
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to fuppofe that fhe might tranfmit fuch a 
deranged intellect to her pofterity; and 
in philofophic retirement, with books, 
and two or three friends whom (he oc- 
cafionally faw, fhe endeavoured to en- 
dure a life, from which her early mif- 
fortunes had taken every hope of do- 
meftic happinefs in the bofom of a fa- 
mily of her own. 
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